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One 


Author's Notes: 

Well, I'm not sure why | decided it would be a good idea to write a sequel, but here we are. This one is gonna 
be even wilder and more dramatic than the first - but this time, | think, Santeri will finally find the love he 
deserves. It's probably necessary to read LDB/SF first in order to keep up with what's going on in Honeyflow :) 


Santeri Kallio hadn't been planning on having any one night stands this evening. He only didn't want to be by 
himself at home. He went out to one of his favorite bars in Helsinki, one of the ones outside the city center 
where a lot of Finland's musicians went to hang out and avoid crowds and people who would recognize them. 
The bartender there knew him and, as he walked in the door, the man reached for Santeri's favorite whiskey. 
However, upon seeing the Amorphis keyboardist's face, he put the whiskey back down and instead picked up a 
strong bourbon, pouring it neat and sliding the glass to him right as he sat on a stool. 


"Mo; Antti," Santeri said, pulling the bourbon to his lips and savoring the burn as it set fire down his 
throat. 


"Why the face?" Antti asked, taking the blonde's payment card as he pushed it across the bar top. 
"Relationship troubles," Santeri offered up, tapping his fingertips across the cool rocks glass. 

"Tell me it's not Esa again," the bartender said, moving down a bit to close out another customer's tab. 
"No," Santeri told him, shaking his head. "That's still a bit of a.complicated situation" 


‘Of course it is," Antti said. "Well, you've come to the right place to drink away your feelings. I'll keep the 
bourbon sitting out for you." 


"Thank you," Santeri said, looking down at his phone. There were messages there, waiting to be read, but 
not from the person he ached to speak to most. He replied to texts from his mother and Jan before scanning 
the room, seeing who all was around. He recognized a couple of the guys from Wolfheart chatting in the 
corner, but they seemed engrossed in their own conversation - and with the women that accompanied them. 
He didn't know them well enough to join their table anyway, so he resumed scrolling his phone and sipping his 


drink. 


He considered texting the person he so desperately wanted to talk to, but he thought better of it. Maybe 
in an hour, with enough alcohol in his system, he'd gain the courage he needed to send a message and fuck 


everything up. After all, he never had enough drama in his life, right? 

Antti wandered back over to him, pouring another two ounces in his glass. 

"Looks like your type," he said, loud enough only for Santeri to hear, and nodded his head towards the door. 
The musician looked over to watch as a handsome tattooed blonde entered the bar alone. He looked a little 
wary, as if he hadn't been here before, but he headed for an empty stool, a few seats down from Santeri. 

"You ought to lift your jaw off the floor," Antti told the keyboardist under his breath before walking over 
and greeting the new customer. The man spoke in English, tinged barely with an accent Santeri couldn't quite 
grasp. Perhaps Spanish? Santeri looked back at his drink, not wanting to be caught staring, and listened closely 
as they spoke. 

"IIl have what he's having, actually." 


Not Spanish. Italian. Santeri was certain he was Italian. 


He looked up as Antti grabbed the bottle of bourbon in front of him to pour a glass for the other man. 


"Put it on my tab," he said quickly, throwing a quick glance down the bar to see how the man reacted. He 
was startlingly attractive at a closer distance. His eyes were a steely blue and he had prominent cheekbones. 


He had a gentle smile, which he graced Santeri with, although he looked confused at the friendly gesture. 
"Thank you," he said. "That's very kind of you." 


"You've got good taste," Santeri said, nodding at the drink as Antti placed it in front of the other blonde. 


"Are you here alone?" 


The other man looked contemplative for a moment, as though deciding whether to open up to Santeri. Being 
a Finn, Santeri was used to that sort of behavior. If he was written off, he wouldn't take it too personally. 
After all, he was only here to distract himself from thoughts of a certain someore. Not that it wouldn't help 
to talk to an attractive younger man. 


‘lam, yeah," the man said, and to Santeri's surprise, he picked up his glass and moved to the stool right 
next to Santeri. "My name's Fran" He extended a hand, and Santeri took it in his and shook it. His hand felt 


small in his, though his handshake was firm. 
"Sande," he replied. "It's nice to meet you. | take it you're not from Helsinki?" 
Fran sipped his drink and shook his head. 


‘lm from America," he said. Perplexity must have shown on Santeri's face, because he quickly added, "l'm 


originally from Italy, though." 
"Northern?" Santeri asked. 


"Did the light complexion give it away?" Fran chuckled. Now right next to him, Santeri saw very few 
wrinkles or signs of age. He guessed the man was at least ten years younger than him, though he couldn't be 


sure. 
"Just a guess," Santeri smiled. "What brings you to Finland?" 


"Work," Fran told him. "I'm currently on tour. | play guitar. Our band just finished our set a couple hours 


ago." 
OF course. If the long hair and tattoos didn't give it away, Santeri's attraction to the man surely would 


have. The Finn always fell for musicians. He always fell for blue-eyed blondes, too. Not that he was falling... yet. 


Santeri learned the man played in a metal band called Light the Torch. They were currently on tour with a 
few other bands doing European shows between spots on major festivals. Santeri shared that he, too, was in a 
band, and Fran turned out to be familiar with Amorphis. They talked music and touring for a while, and Antti 


continued to pour bourbon. 


Last call came and went, and when Santeri asked Antti to fill their glasses one more time, the bartender 


held up an empty bottle in front of them. 


"No problem," Santeri said, his voice a little louder in his drunken state. "Give us the bottom shelf liquor!" 
Fran giggled beside him, cheeks rosy, and rested his chin on his hands. 


“Apologies, Sande, but I'm going to have to close your tab. It's already a quarter past two and we're trying 
to close up for the night" 


"Nonsense!" Santeri said, waving his hand. "It was midnight five minutes ago!" 
Antti shook his head at him, handing him back his card and receipt. 
"C'mon," Fran slurred, grasping the keyboardist's wrist. "We don't have fo go home, but we can't stay here! 


The two new friends made their way out of the bar with the last few stragglers and into the streets of 
Helsinki. Santeri was used to seeing the city at this time of night, with drunkards stumbling along the sidewalks, 
singing jovially in their quests to find their ways home. Now that they were stood, Santeri realized how much 
shorter the Italian was than him. Some horny part of him, in the back of his mind, thought about how fun it 
would be to overpower the smaller man in bed, tossing him all over like it was nothing, bending him in all sorts 
of delightful ways. But he had no inkling of whether Fran was even interested in men. 


"Shall | walk you to your hotel?" he offered. 


"Might be a good idea," Fran said, stumbling a bit as they started to head down the sidewalk. He clung to 


Santeri's arm. "| was warned about drinking with Finns, but | didn't heed the advice." 


They chatted more on the walk, mostly about drunken memories. The hotel was only a few blocks away, 


and Santeri was reluctant to let the night end. He'd enjoyed Fran's company and desired more. Fran, apparently, 


felt the same. 


"Would you like to come up to my room and hang out?" he asked. Santeri was quick to accept the invitation, 
and together, the two of them entered the hotel. Once inside his room a few minutes later, Fran reached in 


the mini fridge and produced a couple of long drinks, handing one to Santeri. 


"| haven't been able to sleep," the Italian said, wandering over to the bed. His guitar was sitting there, so he 
picked it up and began to mess around on it. "That's why | was out so late after the show." 


"Jet lag?" Santeri asked, popping open his beverage and walking over. There was a chair in the corner he 
could sit in, to be at a respectful distance, but he was much more interested in being close to the younger 


man. 


"Yeah," Fran said. "Jet lag and general touring anxiety.’ 


| know the feeling," Santeri said, sitting beside him and looking down at the guitar. "Seven strings? 


Interesting." 


"Are you a six-string snob?" Fran snorted, grinning as he looked at him. His blue eyes were unsteady and 
dilated. He had a dreamy look about him. Santeri knew he was just drunk, but he really enjoyed the way the 
man watched him. He licked his lips, realizing they'd gone dry. 


"No," Santeri replied, reaching out and touching the finish on the guitar curiously. "But my guitarist, Esa, is. 


I'm only a snob when it comes to keyboards." 


"You want to give it a try?" Fran asked, handing him the guitar. Santeri set down his drink and took the 


guitar in his lap. He played a few scales, embarrassed at how rusty he'd become at guitar over the years. 
"It has a very nice feel on the fret board," he noticed. 


"Right?" Fran said. "The action is so smooth. It's like you're hardly putting in any effort to play. 


Extraordinarily comfortable." 


They talked long into the night, taking turns playing the guitar and telling stories, all the while finishing the 
pack of long drinks in the fridge. Last Santeri checked his phone, he recalled it being 4:07 in the morning. He 
didn't remember passing out, but when he gained consciousness again, he was laying on his back with a warm 
body cuddled into his. There was still no sunlight coming through the window, so he could have only fallen 
asleep for an hour at most. He smiled, pulling the snoozing Fran closer to him, but the action woke the Italian. 


"Oh," Fran said, blinking bleary eyes at him. "I'm sorry. | didn't mean to fall asleep --" 


‘Its okay," Santeri interrupted, running a large hand down the guitarist's thin waist. He'd be so fun to hold 
onto, so easy to bounce on his lap. "But perhaps | should get going.’ 


"No," Fran said quickly, seeming to surprise even himself. He looked down shyly. "I haven't been able to sleep, 
and having you here is comforting. | know we just met, but if you don't need to be anywhere, I'd love for you 
to stay.” 

Santeri nodded. "I can stay." 


"l'm a little drunk," Fran said. "I'm not - I'm not normally clingy with strangers." 


"| don't mind,” Santeri said, continuing to test the waters by running his fingertips along the blonde's side. 


The bottom of his shirt lifted slightly with the movement, and Fran let out a quiet sound. "Sorry," Santeri 


muttered, starting to remove his hand. But Fran shifted closer and pressed his hand down with his own, keeping 
it there. 


"No," he said, barely a whisper. "Don't stop. It feels nice." 

Stunned momentarily, Santeri resumed running his hand up and down the other man's side, with Fran's hand 
resting atop his. He settled on that bit of revealed skin, burning hot. Fran pushed his hips forward, as though 
involuntarily. 

| have other ways of making you feel nice," Santeri told him, "if you'd be interested." 

Fran's robin's egg eyes met his, widening. He reminded Santeri almost of a curious cat. 

"Do you mean - like ~," the guitarist stammered. 

"Yes," Santeri said. "What you're thinking right now - that's what | mean" 

"Oh," Fran said, biting his pink bottom lip. "I've never been with a man before. l'm not sure." 


‘Its okay," Santeri told him. "We don't have to. We're probably both a little too drunk for this anyway.’ 


He went to withdraw his hand again, but this time Fran grabbed it and moved it, placing his hand directly 


over his crotch. 
"Oh" Santeri said, blinking, unable to believe his luck. "Okay." 


"| could tell you were interested in me at the bar," Fran said. "I've had men come onto me in the past. | was 


afraid then, but I'm not now. | know | can trust you. You're a musician, too. You can be discreet.” 


Discreet. So he was one of those types. Santeri pressed his palm into Fran's crotch, withdrawing a moan 


from the smaller man. 
"Are you sure you want me? For your first?" 


"Yes," Fran said. The guitarist reached forward and touched Santeri's cheek tentatively before following with 


his face and meeting the older man's lips in a kiss. 


Santeri didn't expect the butterflies. It was always thrilling to discover a new body, but there was 
something about this handsome Italian-American that sent warmth throughout his body. He was glad he'd 
decided to go out to the bar that evening - even if the reason he'd been drinking still saddened him now, hours 


later. 


They moved their lips together, gently, carefully, waiting to see how the other responded. Santeri placed a 
hand in Fran's hair. It was silky soft, and with his eyes closed, it reminded him almost too much of Esa. But 
Fran didn't feel or smell or taste like Esa. 


He didn't sound like him, either. 


Another low moan came from Fran's throat, and the Italian's mouth fell open slightly, allowing Santeri to 
poke in a tongue. They shifted their bodies closer together, and Santeri moved his hand back to Fran's waist, 
wrapping a strong arm around the thin man and pulling him in easily. Fran's hand combed through his hair and 
gripped the back of his neck, a spot that drove Santeri wild The Finn, in one smooth movement, flipped Fran 
onto his back and got on top of him. He buried his face in his neck, inhaling him, and assaulted him with kisses. 
Fran clung to his broad shoulders desperately, writhing beneath the bigger mon. 


"Yes," he gasped. "Oh, yes, yes, yed" 


At the positive response, Santeri pushed his hips down, showing off his hardening cock in his jeans. He could 
feel a lump beneath him as well, signaling Fran was in the same boat. It felt so good to have a new body 


underneath him. He hadn't been with anybody new since..well, since... 


He pushed that thought out of his head, instead focusing on the beautiful man in front of him. He began to 
get a little rougher, remembering his fantasies from earlier. He bit down on the siky smooth skin of the 
guitarists neck. Fran shouted in surprise, digging his blunt fingernails into Santeri's shirt. 


"You like that?" Santeri hissed into Fran's ear. 
"Yeah!" the other man gasped, thrusting up. "Please, | want more." 


Fran barely finished his request before Santeri sat up on his haunches, peeling off his button-down and 
tossing it somewhere onto the floor. He worked on unzipping his jeans next, admiring the view as the smaller 


man wiggled out of his t-shirt. 


Beautiful, pale, hairless skin was revealed to him. Fran was in amazing shape, making Santeri feel, briefly, 
self-conscious. Why would a young, attractive man like Fran want someone like him? He wasn't as skinny as he 
used to be in his 30s, and his hairline wasn't the same these days, either. Perhaps Santeri had the alcohol to 


thank for convincing Fran to sleep with him. 
Then again, he was no stranger to seducing much younger men. 


"You are gorgeous," Santeri purred, greedily running both hands from Fran's chest to his waist. Fran smiled 
shyly up him and lifted up his hips to help Santeri pull down his joggers. Santeri got them down to the man's 
thighs before he got impatient - he leaned down, kissing the neatly trimmed blonde pubic hair above Fran's 
cock before taking him into his mouth. 


Santeri decided that his new favorite sound was Fran's moans. The younger man was so sensitive, so 
responsive to every touch. His cock leaked precum. Each time Santeri swiped his tongue over the slit, more 


came out, filling the Finn's mouth with Fran's distinctive taste. He was sure this could become addictive. 


Arms illustrated with flames reached out, skilled fingertips entangled themselves in blonde hair, showing 
appreciation for Santeri's talents. Fran continued to let out pleased sighs, guiding the bigger man along. Heat 
flooded Santeri's body, desire to go further taking over. He wondered how far Fran would be willing to go 
tonight. 


"Holy shit," the man groaned. "I'm gonna --" 


Santeri blinked in surprise as jets of hot cum filled his mouth. He held onto thin hips as Fran bucked his 
way through his orgasm, hands tightening and loosening in Santeri's hair. Fran sang out his praises, music to 
Santeri's ears, echoing off the hotel room walls. Santeri swallowed, waiting for Fran's cock to stop throbbing in 
his mouth before he released it and sat up. He licked his lips. 


Fran threw a tattooed arm over his eyes. 

"Wow," he said, sounding exhausted. "You're good at that" 

"Thank you," Santeri said, laying down on the sated man and kissing him again. 

"m tired," Fran murmured into his lips, kissing back and running his hands lazily across Santeri's back. 


"Mmm, but we're only getting started," Santeri chuckled, dotting his kisses down to his neck. Fran dug his 
nails into his skin slightly, but soon he felt the man go slack beneath him and stop responding. Santeri stopped 
kissing him and looked down, seeing those pretty blue eyes were shut. He gave Fran ore last kiss on the nose 


before rolling off of him, onto his side of the bed. 


He picked up his phone to check the time and was surprised to see three missed calls and a bunch of 
missed text messages. His heart thrummed in his chest as he read the name across the screen. He glanced 
back at Fran, but his eyes were still shut, his chest rising and falling slowly as he was taken by slumber. 
Carefully, he got off the bed, found his shirt on the floor, and put it on He headed quickly for the door, giving 
one last look at the beautiful sleeping man he'd be leaving behind. He looked angelic, Santeri thought, laying 
there with his halo of honey-blonde hair draped across his pillow as though God had placed it there himself. 


He knew if he stayed, he'd only wake up to rejection and regret. 
He tiptoed out of the hotel room and was barely to the elevator when he was unlocking his phone. Calling 
when he was tipsy was a bad idea, but the man he loved clearly needed him, and Santeri had to prove that he 


was always reliable. He licked his lips, Fran's taste still strong on the roof of his mouth. 


The breath was nearly knocked from his lungs when he heard his voice on the other line. 


"Sande?" 
"Hey," Santeri greeted, trying to keep his voice steady. "Whats wrong?" 


‘lm so sorry for all the calls and texts. | can't talk to anyone else about this. Sylvain and | had another 


fight and | don't know what to do." 


"You can always call me," Santeri reassured him, stepping into the elevator. "Tell me what happened, 


Bastian." 


Two 


Author's Notes: 
Things are already getting more complicated. It seems we have 3 pretty blondes for Santeri. Which are you 
rooting for in Sande's happily-ever-after? Esa, Bastian, or Fran? Or perhaps someone else will pop up in a few 


chapters, preferably someone who isn't already in a relationship? 


The sun was beginning to rise as Santeri tossed and turned in bed, trying to sleep. His mind was reeling, 


replaying his conversation with Bastian earlier. 
‘| miss you so much, Santeri. | keep wondering if | made the right choice." 
The right choice. 


Bastian kept wondering if he made the right choice - between Sylvain and Santeri. And it was becoming 
detrimental to his relationship. Enough to be calling Santeri about it at five in the morning. 


Of course Santeri wished Bastian had chosen him. He spent countless nights devastated over it, 
embarrassed that he'd allowed himself to fall so deeply for the young Dane. He'd promised himself he wouldn't 
let these feelings progress, but when Bastian spent that week with him in Finland, there was no stopping it. The 
way Bastian had looked at him whenever they kissed weakened Santeri, broke him down. He had fought so hard 
not to kiss Bastian last month, when he'd gone to their "wedding" in Helsingborg. He knew it would be a bad idea 
to go, he knew it'd make his heart ache, but he wanted to support his friend. When they were alone for those 
few minutes in the cabin, Santeri had gotten so close to kissing him - just to feel his lips one last time. If 
Bastian would have kissed him, he knew he wouldn't have resisted and would have lost control instantly. Luckily, 


neither man had given in. 


He fooled himself into believing that he'd overcome those feelings in the time he'd been apart from Bastian. 
Life had gone on. Months had passed. They talked often on the phone, and sure, Santeri enjoyed those 
conversations and adored their friendship. But seeing Bastian in person again had messed with his head, when 
he had finally convinced himself that the drummer and Sylvain were right for each other. Bastian had clearly 
convinced himself of that, too. 


It hurt seeing them together, but Santeri only wanted to be happy for his friend. Bastian was young and 
had his whole life ahead of him still. Santeri knew it wasn't his place to compromise that. 


Bastian had chosen Sylvain, not him. 


He reminded himself of this like a mantra, repeating it over in his head until he finally drifted off to sleep 
as the sun shone through the blinds. 


Several hours later, Santeri woke with a blistering headache. He'd dreamed of blue eyes and blonde hair, and 
the fondness of that stuck in his mind as he sat up and rubbed at his eyes. He pawed around for his phone 
until he found it to check the time. Apparently he'd slept for ten hours. He groaned at that realization 


The previous night came back to him as he forced himself out of bed and headed down the hall to grab a 
glass of water from the kitchen Fran's pretty body was barely a blur in his head. As he chugged down his 
water, he fought to focus in on the memory. He recalled the silky feel of Fran's hair in his fingers, the musky 
taste on his tongue, the look of intrigue in those ocean like eyes. He wondered what the man was doing now, if 
he was thinking about last night, too? 


Curiously, he pulled up Instagram to see what he could learn about Fran. He realized he didn't know his last 
name, but that was an easy Google search, right? Looking up Light the Torch, he learned the handsome Italian's 
full name was Francesco Artusato. It had a musical ring to it, and Santeri liked that. It felt right on his tongue. 


He could say it over and over again, forever. 


He found the man on Instagram and scrolled his feed, admiring the photos. He truly was beautiful, with 
such striking features. He was surprised Fran wasn't already spoken for. As his thumb hovered over the 


"follow" button, however, he noticed something in one of the recent photos taken at a concert. 

A wedding ring. 

Fran was married. 

Santeri zoomed in on the photo to confirm it. It certainly looked like a wedding band, worn on the ring finger 
of the left hand. He frowned. Of course he'd gone home with a man who was already in a relationship. What 
else was new? 

But he would have noticed the ring last night, wouldn't he? For the life of him, he couldn't remember 
whether there had been one on Fran's finger or not. He'd watched him pretty closely while he played guitar in 
the hotel room. He was certain the man's fingers were bare. But this photo was recent, from only a few days 
ago. 

He was glad he didn't end up staying the night at the hotel. Bastian had saved him from the awkward talk in 
the morning where Fran would explain that he had a wife and they could never see each other again. At least 
he spared Fran the dialogue. 


It was only a one night stand, anyway, if one could call it that. Santeri could move on. 


Even if he'd really enjoyed their time together. 


Besides, now he had Bastian to focus on again, and the mixed signals the Soilwork drummer was sending him. 
Realistically, he knew a relationship with the much younger man could never happen. If Bastian had any doubts, 
he'd end up running back to Sylvain, and Santeri would only get hurt again. But he was still conflicted. 


Santeri wanted to like Sylvain. He really did. But the French guitarist had broken Bastian's heart one-too- 
many times for his liking, and that soured the taste in his mouth. Things seemed to be going well from what 
Bastian told him, until early that morning when they'd gotten into some argument. Santeri didn't quite 
remember the details, only that it was something about Sylvain getting upset with Bastian for not wanting to 
apply for French citizenship. It sort of sounded like Bastian was suddenly not eager to make such a 
commitment, but Santeri kept that to himself. He didn't need Bastian to be upset with him, too. He liked being 
Bastian's shoulder to cry on He liked that the Dane needed him. 


Santeri spent the rest of the day at his mom's place, helping her with various tasks around the house and 
dropping off Taimi for her to dog sit for a few days. He pushed Fran to the back of his mind, focused more on 
how he should react to the situation with Bastian. Luckily, being at his mom's was a nice distraction for a 


while. 


When he pulled into his drive later that evening, he was surprised to see Esa's car sitting there. Annoyed 
that the man showed up unannounced, as per his usual custom, Santeri slammed his car door shut and 
approached him. The tall guitarist was looking devilish with his long dark blonde hair pulled back and leather 


jacket on, leaning against his car and smoking a cigarette. 


"What are you doing here?" Santeri said, the question coming out a little harsher than he'd meant it to. Esa 
only smiled lazily at him, and as Santeri reached him, he could smell the reek of whiskey and beer. "Never 


mind," he said, sighing. "| know why you're here." 


| wanted to see my best friend,” Esa told him, holding his arms out for a hug. When Santeri didn't 


embrace him, he looked nonplussed. "What?" 


"You know | hate when you show up drunk and unannounced," Santeri told him, breezing by him and heading 


to the front door to let himself in. 

"Why? It's not like you have a girl here with you," Esa pouted, coming up behind him and placing his hands 
on the keyboardist's waist as he fumbled with the keys. He leaned into Santeri's ear and spoke lowly. "Or a boy. 
Definitely not a httle Danish boy" 


"I should slam the door in your face," Santeri told him, tossing his keys ona nearby side table as they 


walked into his house. 


"l'm just joking," Esa said. "You know I'm sorry for how things ended up with Bastian" 


"Yeah, well," Santeri said, finding himself needing to talk to his friend about his confusion from that morning, 
‘apparently Bastian's sorry about it, too." 


"What do you mean?" Esa asked, kicking off his boots and immediately making himself comfortable on the 
couch. He put his feet up on the coffee table and Santeri sighed again, walking past him for the kitchen. He 
grabbed two glasses of water before returning and sitting next to Esa, handing him a glass. 


‘| mean that Bastian might be having regrets about staying with Sylvain now," Santeri told him. "He called 
me this morning about some big argument they had and said he wasn't sure whether he'd made the right 


decision about staying with him." 
"Wow," Esa said, taking a sip of his water. "| wouldn't have expected that. Kid seemed obsessed with Sylvain" 
"Obsessed?" Santeri repeated. "I think you only say that because he refused to sleep with you." 
Esa chuckled at that. 
"Come on. We've both seen the way he looks at Sylvain. He's a lovesick puppy.” 


The keyboardist didn't respond to that, annoyed with his friend. The last thing he wanted right now was to 


be reminded of how much Bastian loved Sylvain. 
"So what are you going to do?" Esa went on "Are you going to try and pursue him again?" 
"| - | don't know," Santeri replied. "| haven't thought about it." 


"Well," Esa said, "if you need me to sweep in and get Sylvain all hot and bothered again, just tell me. l'm 


always happy to fuck the cute silver daddy. He gives amazing head" 
Esa," Santeri rolled his eyes, "please." 


"Speaking of fucking," Esa said, setting his glass on the coffee table with a definitive clink. He put a large 
hand on Santeris thigh and squeezed before drawing his hand up higher. "We should do that." 


‘Ive had a long day," Santeri started. 
"And I'll make it all better," Esa said. "Let me give it to you nice..and deep" 


"Esa," Santeri said again, but he couldn't deny that he wanted it. He always wanted Esa, as much as he 
hated to admit it. His best friend was an incredible lay. And falling back into bed with Esa was habitual. They'd 
been doing this nearly as long as he'd known the guitarist. On and off, on and off for years - no strings 
attached. Surprisingly, they remained close friends through it all, even in spite of, well.. in spite of all the years 


Santeri had pined after Esa and resented his wife. 


"Come on, kulfa" Esa said, reaching out with his other hand to tuck a strand of blonde hair behind Santeri's 
ear. The keyboardist felt himself heat up at the contact. Esa moved his hand down to his chin, tilting his face 
towards his, and kissed him. It was tender and natural. It wasn't desperate, because there was no desperation 


between them. There was understanding, there was deep connection, there was history. 


Santeri slipped his tongue into Esa's whiskey-flavored mouth, giving in easily. At least tonight, his friend 
could distract him from his thoughts of Bastian. The guitarist moaned low in his throat, squeezing Santeri's 
thigh before moving his hand to the crotch of Santeri's pants, squeezing again. The younger blonde lifted his 
hips into the touch, allowing Esa to unbutton and unzip his jeans. 


"Already getting hard for me, | see," Esa noticed, dipping his hand inside Santeri's boxer briefs and grasping 
his cock. Santeri moaned in response, his cock twitching in the older man's hand. "Should we take this to the 


bedroom?" 


Minutes later had Santeri sprawled across his bed, naked, with his thighs spread and Esa between them. 
The guitarist lazily sucked his cock, knowing just how his friend liked it. If he wanted to, he could make Santeri 
cum in under a minute. He'd done that many times before. But tonight he wanted to fuck, and so that's what 


they were going to do. Esa was always the decision-maker in bed. 


He grabbed the lube from where he knew Santeri kept it in his bedside table. He kissed the keyboardist 
sweetly on the lips before slipping two slicked fingers inside. Santeri moaned happily, pressing his head back into 
his pillow while Esa got him ready. 


"You always feel so damned tight," Esa told him, curling his fingers and causing Santeri to gasp. 
"You know you're the only one | bottom for," Santeri reminded him. 
"Yes," Esa said, "and that turns me on so fucking much." 


He removed his fingers and positioned himself, lifting Santeri's muscular legs up to his shoulders. Santeri 
grabbed onto Esa's thighs, and the man pushed his thick cock inside. Santeri cursed to himself as he adjusted 
to his friend's girth. It was always uncomfortable at first, but that quickly melted away. 


Esa fucked him for a long time tonight, to the point where they were both sweating and begging for 
release. Santeri reveled in Esa's familiarity, in his nostalgic scent, in his sentimental kisses. Sure, when he 
released the older man's hair from its tie and combed his fingers through the silky strands, he was 
momentarily reminded of a certain Italian. But then he heard Esa's voice telling him how good he felt, and it 


drew him back into the moment. And damn, did he enjoy that moment. 


Later, Santeri lay, unable to sleep, with Esa's strong arms wrapped tightly around his waist. He listened to 
the man's steady breathing while staring into the darkness of his room. His heart ached. He always ended up 


wanting someone whose heart wasn't his to take. There was Esa, who he'd wanted for years, but Esa belonged 
to nobody - not even his own wife. There was also Bastian, the kid he'd tried so hard not to fall for, but who 


had made him feel a passion he hadn't felt in a long time. And then there was Fran.. 


But that was nothing other than a one-night-stand. A fleeting connection. A beautiful meeting of two 


compatible souls. 


He hoped Fran had already forgotten about him. 


Three 


Author's Notes: 
This chapter is riddled with infidelity. Enjoy! 


Playing in Helsinki was always great. Family and friends came out in droves and the venues usually would 
sell out. Plus, at the end of the night, Santeri got to go home and crawl into his own bed, instead of a bunk on 
a bus or a hotel room. That was, of course, if Santeri made it home at all. A big after party was planned at a 
nearby bar, and Santeri definitely intended on getting wasted that night. He was desperate to forget about 
Bastian and Sylvain, desperate to forget about Fran. His love life was pathetic. He wanted to not think about it 
for a while and just enjoy being around his friends. 

The show went really well, with an enthusiastic crowd. Santeri was proud of his performance that day, too 
- minimal fuck ups on stage. He was already a few drinks in when he joined Jan on the walk to the party, a few 
blocks from the venue. 

"l'm guessing Tomi and Oppu aren't coming?” Santeri wondered. 

"Tomi's headed home. | think Oppu said he'd join for an hour or so," the drummer told him. 

"That's a pleasant surprise," Santeri said. 

"Kaarina's going to be there," Jan added, looking up at his band mate. "Just a head's up." 

Santeri shrugged. "I figured as much. She usually comes out when we play Helsinki.’ 


"Should be a fun night," Jan said. "Esa will be getting absolutely shitfaced to deal with her." 


"At least she has to drag his ass home tonight instead of me," Santeri snorted. 


Jan, unsurprisingly, had been right. 


As he and Santeri entered the bar, Esa was the first to approach them, both arms holding several shots 
of whiskey. 


"Heeeeyl" he greeted, a huge smile spreading across his red face. "Have a shot, lads!" 


Santeri and Jan each took a small cup from the guitarists arms, downing them. Santeri grabbed one more 
and drank that as well, wanting his buzz to stay strong if he had to be around Kaarina. 


Santeri understood what Esa saw in Kaarina, he truly did. She was drop-dead gorgeous, thin, and always 
elegantly styled. She was a good mother to Esa's children She was, according to Esa, incredible in bed. She also 
was very self-reliant, not caring that Esa was gone over half the year traveling the world with his band 


buddies. 


Really, Santeri only disliked her because she had what he wanted: Esa He'd been hopelessly in love with the 
guitarist since the first American tour he did with Amorphis. He and Esa were 24 and 25 then, and Esa had 
been his sexual awakening as his first man Ever since, his love for Esa had waxed and waned like the phases 
of the moon, as they went through phases in life. One thing remained constant, though: Esa never harbored 


those same feelings. He'd only ever seen Santeri as a friend. And having no other choice, Santeri accepted this. 


Kaarina had swept in like it was nothing and taken all of Esa's affections, as if Santeri hadn't been trying to 
do the same for years before her. It hurt then, and it hurt now, though much less, to see them together. But 
again, Santeri accepted it. In a way, Santeri received his fair share of the guitarist. He got to live with Esa for 
most of the year, on a tour bus or in hotels. They were best friends. They had sex. Santeri couldn't give Esa 
children, though, nor could he give the man a public life. That was the difference between him and Kaarina. 


That was why Esa couldn't ever truly belong to Santeri. 


Santeri snagged one last shot from Esa's arms as the guitarist was turning away from them. The younger 
blonde desired to be the same level of drunkenness as his friend tonight. 


Jan gave him a weird look as he downed the third shot. Santeri shrugged at him, and the two followed Esa 
to one of the tables by the bar. Koippari was sat there with his and Esa's wives. Oppu was beside him, and 
next to them were some of the guys from Beast in Black, the band that had opened for them that evening. 
Santeri detoured to the bar first, ordering a beer, and took it to the table. The only seat left was between 
Kasperi from Beast in Black and Oppu. 


The night went on in the typical matter. Santeri had a very strong, pleasant buzz going, and he chatted 
nonstop with Kasperi. He'd noticed Esa blatantly flirting with one of the staff members of the bar, a petite, 
tattooed redhead who was probably half his age. She simply smiled and laughed in a friendly manner, seemingly 
aware that Esa's wife was right beside him. Kaarina was either distracted or simply didn't care, because Esa 


continued to do it as he continued to drink. 


Santeri tossed Jan a look across the table, and the drummer seemed bewildered as well. They weren't 
strangers to Esa hitting on every attractive person he came across, often multiple people in one day, but for 


him to be so brave about doing it in front of his wife was a new development. 


The server walked away to get more drinks for the group, so Santeri momentarily forgot about the 


situation, opening his phone to see some texts from Bastian. 


Cute Dane: Honestly I'm kind of missing you a lot right now. 

Cute Dane: Sylvain's sleeping in my bed and I'm awake thinking of you. What's wrong with me, Sande? | 
swear | love him more than anything. 

Cute Dane: Oh you have a show tonight, | just remembered. | hope it went well. 


Cute Dane: I'll talk to you soon. 


Santeri's heart fluttered in his chest. All he wanted to do suddenly was leave the party, go home, lay in 
bed, and text Bastian all right, until the morning light crept through the windows. There was excitement to this, 
even though Santeri knew it was irresponsible of him to feed into what Bastian was telling him. There was 
always excitement in love, even if it was love that should be repressed, love that should have never gotten 


out of the gate. He responded to the younger man. 


Santeri: | miss you, too. Talk later? 


Cute Dane: Ok. I'll wait up for you :) 

Santeri probably should have slowed down his drinking at that point. It was getting late in the night, and he 
was feeling especially invincible. He had a handsome young man in Denmark who wanted him, despite the risks. 
He began getting a little out of control, but he didn't care much. He flirted outwardly with Kasperi, who laughed 
it off and joked around with him. He appreciated that the Beast in Black guitarist gave as good as he got. He 
was fun, and the two put on a bit of a show in front of their band mates, making up silly things they wanted 
to do to each other and getting plenty of laughs. 


Things took a turn when Santeri stumbled out of his chair to order another drink from the bar. Esa 


happened to follow him up and met him as he waited to order. 
"You trying to take home that Beast in Black guy tonight?" Esa asked him. 


"What? Is someone jealous?" Santeri joked, although it was a bit of a jab at the guitarist. Esa had no right 


to ask such a question when he'd been acting like a slut in front of his wife the whole evening. 
Surprisingly, Esa seemed offended. 


"Jealous? Please. | know brunettes aren't your type," he replied. One of the servers came over to them, 


the red-haired one. 


"You'd be right," Santeri told him. "I was actually craving the company of a woman tonight." He leaned over 
the bar and grinned at the server. "Hey. Can | get another vodka and tonic? And whatever this oaf wants?" 


"Oat! Esa repeated, "What are you, eighty years old?" 
The woman giggled as she poured Santeri's drink. 


"What's your name, sweetheart?" Santeri asked her. 


It's Mila," she said with a friendly smile. 


"| don't think she's interested in you," Esa cut in. The server's eyebrows raised, and Santeri was amused. 


Esa was jealous. 
"I simply asked her name," Santeri told him, accepting his drink as Mila handed it to him. 
"Sure," Esa said, "of course." He looked at the server pointedly and asked, "Are you interested in him?" 
Santeri snorted into his drink. 
“Actually, I'm not interested in either one of you," the redhead said. "| have a boyfriend" 


At that point, Santeri watched Esa's wife walk up to the bar and wrap her slender arms around her 


husband's waist. Esa visibly stiffened, but Santeri doubted Kaarina noticed. 
"Esa, rakas" she said, kissing his shoulder, "are you about ready to head home soon?" 


"But Kaarina," Santeri said, "he's failed to get his cock wet yet this evening. At least give him some time to 
find a girl that will join him for a quick romp in the bathroom. Or perhaps behind the dumpster out back!" 


Kaarina laughed politely, though she seemed a bit perplexed at the joke. 


"Well, I'm sure we can solve that situation at home," she suggested jokingly, patting Esa's arm. Esa scowled 


at Santeri. 
"What the fuck?" he mouthed. 


"| appreciate the offer," Santeri went on, taking a long sip of his drink "But my ass is still sore from the 


other day. I'm sure he wouldn't mind spending some time with you tonight." 

Kaarina laughed again. "What are you talking about?" 

‘Of course, he probably wants to expel all his other options before he gets to you --" 

"Santeri," Esa said warningly. He began to back away, guiding his wife away from the bar. 

‘Oh, sorry,” Santeri laughed. He enjoyed having this sort of power over the situation. He never would have 
done something like this in the past, risking his own relationship with Esa, but he was drunk and annoyed with 
Esa's jealousy. Plus, why not add more drama to his life when he was already dealing with the Bastian 


situation? "| forgot your husband hasn't told you that he hasn't been loyal to you for a single day of your 


marriage." 


"Sande!" Esa shouted. He looked genuinely angry at Santeri, an expression the keyboardist rarely received 
from his best friend. He suppose he deserved it. "What the fuck is wrong with you?" 


Sande merely grinned, pleased with himself. 


"Esa, is he being serious?" Kaarina asked. Esa assured her that Santeri was merely drunk, and pressed her 


hurriedly from the bar. 
"Come on, baby," Santeri heard Esa say as they walked away. "Lets head home." 


Santeri looked at the bartender who was stood there, watching the scene with great interest as she 
polished a glass. 


"Wow," she said. "I love working here." 

Santeri grinned and shoved his empty glass towards her. 

"May | have another?" 

The rest of the evening was a blur until Koippari and his wife dropped a very intoxicated Santeri at his 
house. The ride had been weirdly quiet. Koippari had been surprised at Santeri's display at the bar, but Sonteri 
was too busy texting Bastian to be bothered to answer his questions about it. 

The keyboardist stumbled to his front door as the Koivusaaris pulled out of the drive. He spent an entire 


minute trying to get his key in the lock and landed on his ass the second he got inside. He shut the door behind 
him and leaned against it, smiling to himself and pulling up his phone. 


What a night. 

He dialed Bastian. 

After two rings, the drummer picked up. 

"Sande?" He was quiet, his voice barely a whisper. 

"Hey. Miss you," Santeri said, mindlessly playing with the button on his jeans. "How are you?" 
| have to be quiet," Bastian said. "Sylvain's asleep in the other room." 


"That's okay, mussu," Santeri told him. "I just wanted to hear your voice." 


"Do you think l'm a bad person?" Bastian asked him. "For having..doubts? For still thinking about you?" 
"Of course not, mussu.| think of you all the time. We shared something so special.” 


"I love him," Bastian said. "But seeing you again, when you came to Sweden... Shif, Sande, if you would have 


kissed me, | would have... | don't know." 


| wanted to," Santeri told him. "I wanted to so, so bad. You looked so fucking good in that suit that day. You 


always look good, but, fuck, mussu, | wanted you more than ever." 

"Really?" Bastian sounded so small, so innocent, and Santeri was reminded of his young age, of his 
inexperience. Feeling delightfully perverted, he pressed his hand down on the front of his pants, massaging 
himself to life. 

"Yes," Santeri said "And you wanted me, too, didn't you?" 

"| did. | do," the drummer said. Santeri let his eyes fall shut and unbuttoned and unzipped his jeans. 

"What would we have done together? What would you have wanted me to do to you?" 

"Sande..." 

"Tell me, mussu | want to imagine it." 


"You're drunk," Bastian said. "I can tell” 


"Is that okay?" He began rubbing himself through his underwear now and let out a soft sigh of relief. He 
was getting hard. 


‘Its okay," Bastian said. He was quiet for a second. "| would have wanted you to kiss me and... 
"And what?" 


"And..shit, | don't know if | can do this." Bastian sounded so conflicted, and Santeri found himself turned on 
by that. "He's sleeping. He doesn't know I'm...” 


"He won't find out,” Santeri said. "C'mon, Bastian, keep going." 
"No," Bastian said. "This was a bad idea. I'm sorry, Sande. I'll talk to you later." 


"Bastian, wait --" 


The other line went silent and Santeri realized the Dane had hung up. He growled in frustration, knocking his 
head back against the door and tossing his phone to the ground. 


"God fucking damnit" 


Four 


Santeri was enjoying a delightful afternoon nap when loud pounding sounded upon his front door. He yelped in 
surprise, falling off of his couch and nearly landing on Taimi, who began yapping at the unexpected quest. 


"Who the fuck--" Sande grumbled, climbing to his feet. 

"Sande? You home?" 

Esa, 

"Hold your fucking horses," Sande shouted, shaking his head to clear his sleep-fogged mind. He stumbled to 
the door and yanked it open to be greeted with Esa standing there, guitar case in one hand, backpack in the 
other. 

"| need a place to stay," his band mate said. 


"And how is that my problem?" Santeri asked, stepping aside regardless to let in his friend. 


"You want me to list the ways?" Esa countered, walking in and leaning down to pet Taimi as she whined and 


jumped excitedly at his legs. 
"Fair enough," Santeri replied, folding his arms across his chest. 
"Kaarina kicked me out," Esa said, "thanks to your little spectacle last night" 


‘lm surprised she believed me," Santeri responded. "She always seemed pretty heavy in denial about your 


entire marriage being plagued by infidelity 
"Yeah, well," Esa said, shrugging. "Guess | couldn't keep up the facade forever.” 
"You don't seem too bothered by it," Santeri pointed out. 
"She'll take me back," Esa said nonchalantly. "She always does." 
"Of course," Santeri said. "Well, guest bedroom's yours as long as you need." 


"Thanks," Esa said, and disappeared down the hall, Taimi in tail. 


Later, the two sat at the dining room table eating dinner, a salad Santeri had prepared for them. 


"Thanks again for taking me in," Esa said. 
"| didn't have much choice," Santeri replied, raising his brows. 
"True," Esa said. "You kind of owe me, anyway, since it's your fault | got kicked out.” 


"My fault?" Santeri snorted. He took another bite of his salad. "How about your fault for cheating on your 
wife the last twenty years?" 


"| don't like being confronted with my moral shortcomings," Esa told him. 


Santeri rolled his eyes, and the conversation ended. 


He expected Esa to come into his bedroom that night, but he didn't. Instead, Santeri found himself 


mindlessly scrolling his phone for hours until his eyes got droopy. 


He ended up back on Fran's Instagram page. He still couldn't get over how beautiful the man was, and how 
wonderful their night together had been. He hadn't been that magnetized to someone since, well.. since he first 


started talking to Bastian a few years ago. 


Bastian hadn't texted him since their little phone call last night, and Santeri was starting to worry that he'd 
really fucked that up. Then again, he needed to get out of the habit of falling for men who were in 
relationships. But even so, he didn't want to lose Bastian as his friend. The Dane had become ore of his best 
friends, and he didn't want to compromise that by being a lovesick idiot. 


Lovesick. 


It was something he thought about a lot - whether he loved Bastian. He was almost certain he did. If 
Bastian ever broke up with Sylvain, he'd be the first in line to win the kid's affections. Bastian made him feel 
young again, and the sex was incredible. To have that every day, well, that would be all Santeri would ever 


need. 


He continued looking at Fran's photos when he realized the man had posted a festival announcement. Light 


the Torch would be playing Bloodstock in England. 

Bloodstock was that coming weekend, and Amorphis was also playing. He checked the post to see the 
schedule and learned both bands were playing on Saturday. His pulse sped up. He'd see Fran again, possibly. 
Hopefully. 


If Fran even wanted to see him... 


Fran, Bastian, Esa.. Three men he wanted, yet none would ever be his. Perhaps he ought to try dating 


women again. Preferably single ones. 


Frustrated with himself and this never-ending cycle of thoughts, Santeri climbed out of bed, leaving his 
phone behind, and went down the hall. Esa had left the door to the guest bedroom open, so Santeri peaked in to 


see the man was sleeping, Taimi at his feet. 


Traitor, Santeri thought with amusement. He padded into the room and slipped under the covers, sliding 


over to his friend and wrapping his arms around him. 
"Hmm?" Esa stirred awake. "Something wrong?" 


"Just wanted to cuddle," Santeri told him, and pressed his face into Esa's silky hair, inhaling the fresh scent 
of his shampoo. "If that's okay." 


"Mmhmm," Esa murmured, placing his arms over his. Santeri kissed the back of his neck and settled into 


the bed, getting comfortable. He fell asleep easily, comforted by Esa's presence. 


He was stirred awake by the pressing of a very firm erection against his ass. They must've flipped over at 
some point in the night. Esa's arm was thrown over him, warm and heavy. He opened his eyes, realizing now 


that it was morning by the light in the room. He felt well-rested. Content. 


Waking up with Esa was always nice. It allowed him to live in his little made up fantasy world where Esa 
was his. They didn't do this much anymore, so Santeri sort of liked that the guitarist had to temporarily move 


in with him. Even given the circumstances. Even given that it was his fault. 


He stretched slightly and yawned, pressing back against Esa The older man murmured something, showing 
he was awake as well. He tightened his tattooed arm around Santeri's waist and pushed his hips forward. His 
fat cock was heavy against his ass, and Santeri could feel the dampness of his precum soaking through both 


of their boxer briefs. 


Esa ran his hand up over Santeri's chest, massaging him, moving up to his neck. He nibbled on Santeri's 


shoulder, and the keyboardist let out a contented moan, pushing back against Esa again. 


"You're always so horny in the morning," Esa chuckled lowly. He rolled them over, pressing Santeri partially 
onto his stomach, and pulled the bands of both of their underwear down. Santeri moaned a little more, excited 
for what was to come. Esa leaned down and placed his lips on his neck. He began rocking his hips, slicking the 
crease of Santeri's ass with precum. A large, warm hand reached underneath him and wrapped around his cock. 
Santeri thrust into it, his eyes falling shut. It felt so good. He could cum like this, just with Esa humping him 
and jerking him off. 


"Yes," he breathed. Esa continued nibbling on his neck and panting in his ear, all while thrusting against him. 


I'm so hard," Esa said. "Need you so bad" 


Santeri tuned him out, in his own world while Esa pleasured him. He imagined himself fucking Bastian The 
Dane was so in tune with his body and the things he liked. He could picture those big, innocent blue eyes gazing 
up at him, filled with lust, those full lips open to speak his devotions, speak his love. But then he flipped Bastian 
over, and the young man turned into Fran. The Italian was so tight, so small, and he would make the sweetest 
little noises. Santeri wanted to fuck him so hard that he'd cum without being touched. He wanted to bury his 
face in that silky blonde hair, he wanted to trace his hands along those pretty tattoos, he wanted to feel him 
lose it beneath him. He wanted to feel Bastian lose it beneath him. He wanted to feel Esa.. 


He fucked Esa's fist harder, and the guitarist was saying something, but he didn't care. He was fucking Fran 


again, holding him close, driving him wild. 
"Please," he murmured, thrusting desperately. "Don't stop, don't stop, don't stop." 


It bloomed through him, long and hard. He fucked out every drop of pleasure, soaking the bed sheets and 
Esa's hand. His body tingled, buzzed, as he finished and relaxed beneath his friend. 


He returned to the world, his body falling slack. He felt something hot splash onto his ass and lower back 
and smiled as he heard Esa moaning. A few seconds later, the guitarist collapsed on him, panting into his neck. 


He pressed a kiss to his skin 
"What would you like for breakfast?" Santeri asked as Esa roamed his hands along his sated body. 


"Well, | was going to say ‘you,’ but it seems a bit too late for that now," Esa answered, his breathing 
returning to normal. "Perhaps some toast?" 


"Perfect," Santeri said. "| can provide that. Would you like to join me in the shower first?" 
‘Only if you'll wash my hair," Esa purred. 


"| was planning on it" Terms of endearment caught in his throat, as they often did with Esa. He'd called Esa 
darling, sweetheart, baby before, but sometimes it felt right and other times it didn't. Esa never seemed to 
mind either way. He allowed the man to roll off of him before they climbed out of bed, a sweaty mess of 
limbs, and headed to the bathroom. 


After breakfast, Esa went outside to make a phone call - to attempt to make amends with his wife, he 
said. Santeri cleaned up, took care of Taimi, and went into his studio to sit at his computer. He planned to 
record a few song ideas he had, but after a while of warming up his fingers, he pulled up his phone to reply to 


some texts. 


The first one was from Tomi asking what the hell had happened the other night. Apparently Jan had filled 
him in on the little bar debacle, and he needed to know why Esa's marriage was now in shambles. He had 


another message from his mom asking him to run a few errands for her. The last message was from Bastian 


His heart lurched in his throat. He nearly dropped his phone in effort to open the message. It was a long 


one, and his stomach sank as he read each word. 

Cute Dane: Hey, Sande. I'm so sorry for the other night. | shouldn't have allowed any of that to happen. | 
love Sylvain more than anything in the world. | know you know that. l'm so torn apart right now. | want to work 
on things with him. Unfortunately this means we should probably distance from one another a bit and not talk 
so much anymore. | don't want you to think I'm upset with you. | just really want to fix my relationship. | hope 
you understand. You're still one of my best friends no matter what. 


Fuck. 


His hands were shaking. He slammed his phone down on his desk and leaned down, placing his head in his 
hands. God fucking damnit. Damnit. Damnit! 


"Well, that didn't work like | thought it--" 

Esa stopped short of what he was saying as he entered the room, seeing the state Santeri was in. 
"Is something wrong?" 

"No," Santeri said into his hands. "l'm fine." 

"You don't look fine." 

"| don't want to talk about it" 

A pregnant pause. 


"Okay," Esa said. Santeri took a deep breath and looked over at him. Esa appeared just as broken as he felt, 
and thats when he realized that he really fucked everything up. He really, really, royally fucked verything up. 


"What happened with Kaarina?" he asked softly. 
"She'll come around," Esa said, but he didn't sound as convinced as he did yesterday. He looked helpless 
standing there. He was lacking the confidence that was usually surrounding him. He looked his age. He looked 


fragile. "Just.. not as soon as I'd hoped." 


‘Its only been a day," Santeri replied. "Give her some time." 


Esa frowned. 

"Was there something | did?" he asked quietly. 

"Excuse me?" 

"Something | did," Esa repeated, "or said to make you tell her about me? Did | do something wrong?" 


Santeri blinked a few times, overwhelmed. He couldn't handle this conversation, not when his mind was 


reeling from the text he'd just gotten from Bastian He needed a fucking drink. Or ten 
"No," he replied. "I don't know what got into me the other night. lm sorry.” 
"Im sorry, too," Esa said. ‘It was stupid of me to think | could get away with all of this forever: 
"You mean she's never suspected in the past?" Santeri wondered. "Not even once?" 


Esa shrugged. "A few times. But | think hearing it from my drunk band mate somehow was a more 
trustworthy source." 


"There were other times," Santeri said, "that | wanted to say something to her. Many times.” 
Esa nodded, looking down. 


"But you have children.. now that they're grown..." Santeri tapered off. He didn't have any good reasoning. 
Really, he wasn't happy, and he hadn't been for some time. Wanting his friend to suffer with him was selfish, 
yet that was the only motive he could come up with for telling Kaarina about her husband's separate life. 


Perhaps he wanted to punish Esa for all the years of unrequited feelings. But why now? He loved Esa still, 
but not in the way he once had for so long. Maybe he simply didn't care anymore. Or maybe he didn't want to 


feel so alone. 


Esa seemed uninterested in continuing the conversation, which was a relief to Santeri, who felt the same. 
He grabbed his guitar and sat down on the couch, and together, the two band mates tinkered around with song 
ideas into the afternoon. 


Five 


Being in England was always nice. Santeri wished Amorphis got there more often, but generally they only 
played London, and that was on rare occasion. He was happy to be at Bloodstock, and the weather was 
uncharacteristically sunny. Many sunburned Brits wandered around the festival grounds. Santeri was exploring 


the artist area with Koippari, hoping to find some decent vegetarian options at catering. 


He knew Light the Torch were on today’s lineup, playing earlier in the day than Amorphis. Santeri planned to 
catch their set, but what he really hoped was that he'd manage to run into Francesco. He'd been too afraid to 
reach out to him online, but he still craved what they'd had only a few days ago in Helsinki. Even though Fran 
was apparently married, Santeri enjoyed his company. Perhaps they could talk out what happened and become 
friends, or even sneak away somewhere to mess around again. He felt they'd had something special and was 


sure Fran reciprocated that. 


As luck would have it, a flash of blonde hair caught his eye as they approached the catering hall. His heart 
flipped in his chest as he realized Fran was walking in the opposite direction, his distinctive tattoos visible on 
his arms. He was accompanied by a black man that Santeri thought looked vaguely familiar. Unprepared, Santeri 
wasn't sure how to get his attention Koippari was talking about something, but he'd tuned the guitarist out as 
he tried to think of something to say. 


Fran glanced in his direction briefly, and then there was a second glance, filled with recognition. When they 
made eye contact, Santeri opened his mouth to call out to him, raising his arm to wave, but stopped when Fran 


looked away again 
Oh 


Did Fran plan to pretend they didn't know each other? Was he embarrassed about that night, about being 
with a man for the first time? Or perhaps he had drank so much that he didn't even remember what 
happened? Maybe he had no clue who Santeri was. 


Normally, the Finn would have dejectedly left well enough alone. However, something inside of him was telling 


him not to let Fran walk past him without speaking, not to let it end this way. 


"Hey, Fran!" he said, loudly enough to not be ignored, when the men were close enough. The Italian's head 
snapped to look at him, surprise on his handsome, young features. He looked even more beautiful in the 
sunlight, those sky-blue eyes taking Santeri's breath away. He was much paler than he'd realized, too. It had 
been hard to tell in the dim lighting of the bar and hotel. A pale, blonde, blue-eyed Italian. Interesting 


"Oh, hey, Sandel" the young man quickly put on a neutral smile, slowing to a stop. The man accompanying 
him stopped as well, looking at the two Finnish men with friendly curiosity. 


‘Its good to see you again," Santeri said. He gestured to Koippari. "Fran, this is my guitarist, Tomi. Tomi, 


this is Fran. We met in Helsinki the other day. He plays guitar in Light the Torch." 


"Nice to meet you," Fran said, extending a hand to shake Koippari's hand. Then, he introduced the man next 
to him. "This is Howard, our singer. Howard, this is Sande from Amorphis. They're from Finland.” 


"Nice to meet you fellas," the black man greeted, taking both of their hands to shake. He had a firm grip, 
and Santeri's eyes clung, momentarily, to the tattoos adorning his very muscular arms. Howard was shorter 
than him, but taller than Fran, with a broad chest and shoulders. Santeri would have guessed him to be close 
to his own age, with the hints of gray in his trimmed beard. He was handsome, with an easy smile and big 
brown eyes shaded by the baseball cap he wore. Santeri instantly liked him. "I'm actually a huge fan of the 
band HIM." 


Howard showed them a tattoo on his wrist: a heartagram. 
"Ah, nice," Santeri said. "We know those guys well. 


"I hung out with Ville a few times, years ago," Howard said. "I fanboyed like an idiot, but he seemed to think 
| was alright!" He and Fran chuckled. "Haven't spoken with him in ages, though." 


"Didn't you previously sing for Killswitch Engage?" Koippari asked the man, clearly recognizing him. Now 
Santeri understood why he seemed familiar. He'd seen the man's face in music magazine articles and metal 


websites over the years. 
"That would be me, yeah," Howard laughed. "I definitely did that for a few years." 


Luckily for Santeri, Koippari began to engage Howard in conversation, asking about his musical past. This 


gave him leeway to have his own conversation aside with Fran. 


"Hey," he said, a little quietly so the others wouldn't pay attention "Do you think we could talk for a 


moment?" 


"| - | was going to start warming up, but | guess we could," Fran said. His tone was reluctant, and again 
Santeri thought perhaps he should have been content with ending things how they'd ended in Helsinki. He felt a 
pang of guilt for forcing Fran to speak to him when he clearly didn't want to. 


But Fran told Howard he'd catch up with him later, so Santeri told Koippari he'd meet him in catering in a 
little bit. The American and the Finn continued talking as Santeri and Fran walked off to find somewhere more 


private. 


"You wanted to talk?" Fran asked, sounding impatient as they walked along the side of the catering hall, 


rounding the back of it where there were not so many festival-goers. 


"| did, yes." Santeri cleared his throat. "I, um, really enjoyed the other night with you." 


Fran stopped walking, and so Santeri stopped as well. The Italian folded his colorful arms across his chest 


and looked up at him, blue eyes seeming surprisingly cold on such a hot summer day. 


"| wouldn't have suspected," he said, "since you disappeared without a trace. You never reached out to me. 


You could have found a way, but you didn't. What was | to think when you literally ghosted me?" 


"I'm sorry," Santeri stammered, surprised at the hurt in Fran's voice. "A friend had an emergency, so | had 


to leave." 

Fran shook his head, though his gaze softened at that. 

"I thought you enjoyed the night as much as | did," the guitarist said. "But then | woke and you weren't 
there. l'm no stranger to one night stands, but it was disappointing that our time together meant nothing to 


you. And then | never heard from you.” 


"It didn't mean nothing," Santeri insisted. "| actually was going to message you on Instagram, but then | saw 


--"He stopped, his face reddening in embarrassment. 

"Saw what?" Fran asked him, looking perplexed. 

Santeri looked down at Fran's folded arms. Both hands were bare of any jewelry. What sort of married man 
wore his ring only some of the time? Most men Santeri knew either always wore it or never wore it. Esa, for 
example, never wore his. 

"I saw a photo of you wearing a wedding ring," he muttered. 

Understanding flashed across his face, and Fran nodded and looked away. 

"That makes sense. | didn't even think about that. | was married until very recently,” he said. 

"Oh," Santeri said. "lm sorry." 

Fran shrugged. 

"Going through a divorce isn't fun Its not - it's not really something | like to talk about." 


"| understand," Santeri said. "| was married, too, years ago." 


Fran pursed his lips and looked at the ground. 


"Well, it seems this was all just a jumble of misunderstandings," Santeri laughed lightly, trying to change the 
subject, and a small smile graced Fran's face as he made eye contact again. "So perhaps we can start anew." 


‘OF course. I'd like that," Fran said. He paused, then added, "And I'd love to talk more, but | really do have to 


warm up. Our set is approaching very soon. Will you be around the festival tonight?" 


Santeri wilted internally. He'd been so excited to see Fran again that he didn't realize how fleeting their time 


together would be. 


"We have to leave straight after our set, unfortunately," he said reluctantly. "We've a plane to catch for 


another festival." 

"Oh," Fran said, his tone hard to read. 

"Can | - can | give you my phone number?" Santeri offered. 

"Yes," Fran said, biting his lip as he reached into his back pocket to retrieve his phone. Santeri watched him 
with thirsty eyes. He could nearly feel Fran's hot, soft skin all over again, he could almost taste him on his 
tongue. He wished he had more time with him, to explore more of his pretty little body. He desired to stay in 
his presence. The Italian unlocked his phone and handed it to Santeri. He paused as he took it from him, 
brushing his fingertips across Fran's smaller hand. He drew a small circle on Fran's skin, but Fran visibly 
flinched. 

"Not here." 

Santeri nodded, swallowing and taking the phone and entering his information. 


Its not that l.. | don't know what you want from this, but I'm new to ---" Fran tried to explain 


"IFs okay," Santeri cut in, returning his phone. "Let's start with no expectations and see where things go, 


yes? At the very least, I'd love to be friends." 
Fran looked grateful as he pocketed his phone. 
"Okay. Great," he said, "thanks for understanding." 
"Of course," Santeri replied. 


| really have to get going," Fran said, glancing at his watch, "but I'll text you later. We play at 4:45 on the 
Dio stage. Will you watch us?" 


"| intend to," Santeri told him, grinning. 


"Okay," Fran nodded. “Alright, cool. I'll talk to you soon, then" 


"Talk to you soon," Santeri said, and watched as Fran walked away. It was funny, Santeri thought, but it was 
almost as if Fran himself were sunshine. And he took that bright, warm light away with him when he left, 
leaving the Finn with a fading warmth. 


All he knew for sure was that he would meet Fran again in the future. He'd do whatever he had to in 


order to make that happen. 


After they ate, Koippari tagged along with Santeri to head out to the festival grounds. They made their 
way to the main stage just as the introduction music to Light the Torch's set began 


"Good timing," Koippari said, glancing at his phone. “This should be a good show. Howard is a really good 


singer." 


‘Mmhmm," Santeri said absently. They were far from the stage due to the crowd. He knew they could 
have watched side stage in order to be up close, but the sound was always better in the audience. He'd still 
get to see the beautiful young blonde on the big screen. 


The drummer appeared on stage first, and the audience roared. Seconds later, the bassist came out, then 
Fran. The drummer counted in, and heavy guitars sounded. Howard ran out, muscular arms held in the air to 
greet the audience. He had a huge smile on his face, but the giant scream he emitted was the polar opposite 


of his sweet demeanor from earlier. 
"Wow," Santeri said, impressed. 


He focused on Fran for most of their set, watching his long blonde hair fly around his head as he moved. 
The intensity on his face while he played was mesmerizing. The cameras picked up the fiery look in his eyes, 
and Santeri was awestruck all over again by his beauty. He yearned to be with him again, to be close and 


touch him once more. 

He made sure to film a small amount of their performance, uploading it onto Instagram after he followed 
Fran's account. He tagged the man in the video, posting it on his stories with the caption, "Watching Light the 
Torch @Bloodstock. @francescoartusato is killing it on stage!" He added a few "fire" emojis for good measure 


and shared it. 


When Light the Torch wrapped up thirty minutes, it was all too soon. Santeri barely had time to reflect as 
he watched Fran walk off the stage. 


"Okay," Koippari said. "We better head to our trailer and get ready." 


The rest of the day happened in very quick succession The guys went from warming up to being on deck 


to performing. After their set, they were quickly ushered to a van that would be taking them to the airport 
so they could catch their flight to Germany that evening. 


Once Santeri collapsed in a chair next to Esa at their airport gate, he felt like he could finally relax again. 
He hated airports, they stressed them out, but they were part of his job. He hated how hectic the 
atmosphere always seemed to be, but at least they had a couple of hours to themselves until their flight. 


"Hurry up and wait" Esa mumbled, mostly to himself. 


Santeri pulled up his phone and checked his social media to see that Fran had followed him back. He scrolled 
through all his notifications, comments, and new tagged photos from the show. Fran had shared his story, and 
to his own profile, the Italian had shared a story of Amorphis's performance from that afternoon. It was 


captioned, "Finns know how to do metal!" 


He received a text from an unknown number a minute later. It was an image of him playing his keyboards 


at Bloodstock. Another text followed saying, "Lookin good ;) Great set tonight. This is Fran btw." 


Santeri replied: | can say the exact same for you. I'll definitely be listening to some Light the Torch on my 
flight tonight! 


"What are you smiling so big about?" 


Santeri put his phone down and looked at Esa. He was tempted to tell his best friend about Fran, to gauge 
his reaction He even wanted to brag, to show him photos, to hold Fran like a trophy in front of him. / had this 
This pretty little thing is mine. Jealous? 


Instead, he said, "Nothing." 


Esa raised an eyebrow but didn't press him. He handed him one of his ear buds, and together on Esa's 
tablet, the two of them continued watching a television series they'd began binging a few days ago. 


Later that night, as they settled into their hotel in Hamburg, Santeri realized he hadn't thought of Bastian 
at all that day. Fran had been at the forefront of his mind. Once the plane had touched down, all he'd done was 
text back and forth with the guitarist, excited each time he got a response. 


He felt a wave of hurt swell within him as he remembered Bastian's text from the other day. The kid 
hadn't messaged him since, staying true to his word, and Santeri had done his best not to reach out. He 
wanted to respect Bastian, give him his space, but his heart still ached at the loss of his friend. 


He tried to push those feelings away and texted Fran good night. Jan, his roommate for the evening, turned 
out the light, and soon he fell asleep. 


Six 


The novelty of having Esa as a roommate was wearing out fast. His friend acted as though Santeri's home 
was a hotel and Santeri was the hotel staff. He never washed his own dishes, didn't make his bed, didn't help 
with laundry. He rarely cooked - which was okay, because Esa wasn't a very good cook, anyway. Most of his 
days were spent lounging around on the couch watching television, practicing his guitar, and complaining to 
Santeri about his wife. When he wasn't doing any of those things, he was moping about his marriage falling 
apart. One time, he was kind enough to vacuum the house. 

Santeri could only stand Esa being lazy for so long. He loved the man, he really did. But Esa wasn't a child, 
and Santeri wasn't his father. If he were going to stay here, he could at least help out once in a while. He knew 
the man was going through a difficult time, but for fuck's sake, he could mow the lawn or something 


Santeri finally had it when Esa decided to invite over an unexpected guest. 


He had just gotten home and put away some groceries when he heard Esa talking to someone in the living 


room. A woman's voice sounded in reply. A woman's voice that was most certainly not Karina's. 


Curious as to who this was, Santeri walked into the living room to see Esa sticking his tongue down the 


throat of a woman he'd never seen before. 
"Nope. No. Absolutely not," he said firmly. 
"Sande," Esa said, backing slightly away from the woman to face him. "This is Heini. She's an artist” 


"That's great, but | don't care," Santeri told them. "You don't invite random women over without my 


permission." 


The woman was thin, raven-haired, beautiful of course, and appeared much younger than the both of 


them. Probably half Esa's age, if not younger. She looked annoyed at being interrupted. 
| thought you said you lived alone," she said to Esa. 
"Well, | might have forgotten to mention that ---" 


"This is my house. And | did not give you permission to bring random /utkgja over at will. So | suggest the 


two of you grab a hotel somewhere, because you will not be fucking here." 
"Sande - " Esa tried. 


"Esa," Santeri said, glaring hard at him. 


"Okay, sweetheart," he said to the woman, "let's go for a little drive to the city and --" 


"| don't appreciate you calling me a slut," she interrupted, jabbing her finger in Santeri's direction She spun 


around and stormed out the door. Esa gave Santeri a desperate look before hurrying outside after her. 
Santeri didn't see him for several more hours. 
When he showed up later that night, it was long since dark. Santeri was in the living room on his laptop, 
editing a video, when the front door opened. 
"Alone this time, | see?" he said. 


"You know," Esa said, shutting the door behind him and placing his hands on his hips. He reeked of perfume 


and pussy. Santeri wrinkled his nose. "You could have just said you were jealous." 


"Jealous?" Santeri repeated back, incredulous. "You've got to be kidding me. Jealous of some young groupie 


you found on the internet?" 
Esa shrugged. 


"You just don't want me to be happy," the guitarist said. "You tell my wife about me, and then you try to 


mess up my chances of a hookup today. You don't like me being with people who aren't you." 

Santeri slammed his laptop shut and set it aside on the couch before standing up. 

"That isn't true!" he said. Taimi, who had been resting peacefully beside him, hopped off the couch and 
started huffing in Esa's direction. "I don't give a shit about who you're fucking. It's the fact that you were 
going to do it in my house!" 


"Okay, fair enough," Esa said. "I'm sorry. | should have asked." 


‘It doesn't matter," Santeri said. "As long as you're living here, you're not bringing any men or women 


home." 
"Wow," Esa said, humor in his eyes. "It's as if you're my mother." 


"| might as well bel" Santeri told him, annoyed. "Because you never help around the house! You don't do 


yard work, you don't do laundry. All you do is sit around all day and mope!" 


"Sorry, Mom," Esa said. "I'll make more effort to help out with chores." 


The two of them watched each other for a moment. Esa's calm demeanor only infuriated Santeri more. He 


took a deep breath and squeezed his eyes shut. 

"l'm going to bed," he said, and the conversation was over. 

That night, Santeri didn't sleep well. Esa was clearly making no strides towards changing to better his 
marriage. It didn't surprise him, but it did annoy him a bit. And for Esa to bring a woman over when he could 
have chosen to be with him instead, well, it was a bit of a slap in the face. Santeri was used to Esa's adultery, 


but Esa had been right. It still hurt whenever he'd choose someone else. It always hurt, always had, though 


nowadays Santeri got over it much more quickly than he had when he was in his twenties. 

He didn’t love Esa like that anymore. At least that's what he told himself. 

He exchanged a few texts with Fran to distract himself. He still hadn't told Esa about the Italian, and he 
figured he'd keep it to himself for a while. It was fun having a little secret, especially one as sexy as Francesco. 
Around 4:00am, they finally said good night to one another, and Santeri managed to get a few hours of sleep. 


He woke when Esa climbed in bed with him and nuzzled his face into the back of his neck. 


"Morning, Sande," he said, nibbling at the keyboardist's silver earring. "I already let out Taimi and put the 
first load of laundry in the washer." 


"What, do you want an award?" Santeri asked him, tilting his head away and smashing it into the pillow. He 
just wanted to sleep a little longer. 


"I just wanted to show you that | listened to what you said yesterday, and that | am going to make an 
effort from now on" 


"We'll see how long that lasts," Santeri mumbled doubtfully. 


"Come on, Sande," Esa said, sounding exasperated. "I'm sorry about yesterday. | shouldn't have brought that 
girl home with me without asking you first" 


"You shouldn't have brought home anyone at all" Santeri told him. 
"Okay, okay," Esa said, "I get it. It's your house, and it was rude of me to have someone over." 


"It's not just that," Santeri muttered 


"Then what is it?" The older man gently tugged on his shoulder, so Santeri turned over and laid on his back. 
Esa ran his hand down his chest, drawing little circles upon his skin with calloused fingertips. 


"Its nothing." 

"Clearly its not nothing," Esa said. "Talk to me." 

Santeri cast his eyes over at him and frowned. God, he hated how beautiful the man was in the morning 
light. His hair was silky honey, cascading over his broad, tattooed shoulders. He had those innocent eyes, the 
type of eyes that could convince anyone that he would never lie. His face was aged, though it wasn't something 
Santeri contemplated often. When he thought of Esa, hell, when he looked at Esa, the guitarist was still the 
young, handsome man he'd met decades ago. No wrinkles, no gray in his beard. It was only when Santeri really 


studied the man's face that he became aware of such details. 


"You're still seeing other women behind Kaarina's back," he said. "How can you expect to repair your 


marriage if you remain stuck in your ways?" 
‘It worked well the last twenty years," he said. “Besides, it's a bit hard to break such a habit" 
"You could at least try," Santeri said. 
Esa huffed a small laugh. "Strange. You never seem to complain when | cheat on her with you" 
Santeri stared hard at the ceiling, tensing when Esa kissed his shoulder. 
"Something else is bothering you," Esa guessed. 
"No." 
"You were jealous last night," he said. "Admit it” 
Santeri shrugged him off and sat up, running his hands through his sleep-tangled hair. 


"Go fuck yourself," he said, standing and heading to the bathroom to shower, ignoring when Esa called after 
him, trying to apologize. 


Later, they ate breakfast in silence, despite Esa's futile attempts to start casual conversation 


Finally Santeri said, as he stood from the table to put his bowl in the sink, "I'm going to visit my mother 
Today." 


"That should be nice," Esa said "Tell her hello from me." 


"You're always welcome to stay here for a few days," Mrs. Kallio said as Santeri finished complaining about 


Esa later that afternoon. Taimi snoozed peacefully in her lap, happy to be along for the visit. 
"| don't know," the keyboardist said, sipping a chilled cider. The two of them sat on her front porch, 
overlooking the large, private property. Santeri always enjoyed summers here. It was so peaceful and quiet. "l 


was actually thinking about heading north for a few days. Perhaps going on a hike somewhere in Lapland.” 


"That's a wonderful idea," his mother said "And you can leave Taimi here with me. I'm happy to watch over 


her." 


Santeri chuckled. "I figured you would be. She missed you. Though she's been getting rather attached to 
Esa." 


"Taimi does like her handsome men," Mrs. Kallio said. 

"That makes two of us," Santeri joked. 

"Have you been seeing anyone?" she asked. She always asked that question. Usually the answer was no. He 
couldn't tell her that he was seeing men that were already in relationships, and unfortunately, that was all he'd 
been "seeing" the past several years. She knew a little bit about his situation with Esa, but when the topic 
came up, she would frown with disapproval. All she wanted was for her son to be happy, not to allow himself 
to be continually pulled back and forth by his adulterous best friend. 

"Well, | sort of met someone," Santeri admitted. "But he's from Italy - er, America." 

"What's his name?" she asked, brightening. 


"Francesco," he said. "We aren't dating or anything, yet, but we want to see each other again" 


"Well, that's great! Its unfortunate that he lives in America, though," she said. "I wish you would settle 


down with someone again. It's been years." 
"| know, Arti" Santeri sighed. "It's just hard to meet someone when I'm always touring.’ 


He told her more about Fran and showed her a few photos. She gushed over how handsome he was, said 
she was happy the two of them liked each other. They talked a while longer, until the sun began to get low in 
the sky. Then Santeri gave her a hug and took his leave. 


Back home, when Santeri told Esa he was going to leave for Lapland for a few days tomorrow, the guitarist 
insisted on coming with him. According to Esa, they didn't spend enough quality time together as friends 


anymore. 


"We hang out with each other all the time. What are you talking about?" 


"Think about it," Esa said. "When's the last time we spent time together outside of Amorphis?" 

"Well, what the fuck would you call this? You living with me the past few weeks?" 

Esa folded his arms. "This was done by necessity. Come on, Sande. | think it would be really nice for us." 
Santeri huffed, annoyed. The whole point of this trp is fo get away from youl he wanted to shout. 


"Plus," the guitarist went on, "you wouldn't want to leave me here.. heartbroken and alone... I'd probably 


empty your liquor cabinet and drown in my sorrows. All because you compromised my marriage." 

Santeri faltered, despite knowing his best friend was manipulating him. 

"For fuck's sake, Esa," he groaned. "I just wanted some time to myself." 

| won't bother you much," the other man said. "It'll be like l'm not even there!" 

"| don't know," Santeri said. 

"Doesn't the thought of you and me together in nature excite you?" Esa lowered his voice a little, into his 
flirty tone that Santeri was all too familiar with. It always had an effect on him, and Esa knew it. He often used 
it to his advantage, and this time was no exception "I can keep you warm at night. We can swim together in 
the lakes, naked..." 


As he said this, he brushed his fingers across Santeri's beard, cupping his chin and drawing him in close. 


"We can scream our pleasures so loud in the forests, and no one will be around to care. Just the birds and 


the reindeer.” 
"Esa..." 
His friend leaned in to capture his lips in a kiss, and that was how Santeri gave in. 
But he always gave into Esa. 


"Fine," he groaned as the man pulled away from him, a trail of saliva between them breaking and wetting 


Esa's lower lip. "But you have to pack everything and drive us to the train station 


Seven 


"I know you didn't want me to come with you on this trip." 

The two of them relaxed in the warmth of their campfire, passing a flask of vodka back and forth. 
"Ah, so | was obvious," Santeri said, picking at his nails. "You just chose to ignore me." 

Esa snorted before taking a swig of vodka. 


They were silent a while, staring at the dancing flames and listening to sounds of the forest. Chirping bugs 
and owls, but otherwise it was almost startlingly quiet minus the crackling of the fire. 


"| didn't want to be left alone," Esa finally admitted. Curiously, his voice broke when he spoke. He cleared his 
throat. 


Santeri looked over at him, but he was examining the flask in his hands. 


"You wouldn't have been," the keyboardist told him. "You have a lot of friends. Or you could have seen your 
parents. Or your kids.” 


"That's not - |." Esa exhaled a long breath. The normally loquacious man suddenly seemed tongue-tied, an 


indication that he was speaking in a serious matter. This was rare, so Santeri figured he'd better sit and listen 
He tapped his fingernails along the metal flask, as though trying to formulate his thoughts. 


"You accept me for who | am," he said finally. "All these years, you've never judged me. It's less that | 


don't want to be alone right now. | guess | just don't want to be without you." 


Santeri didn't know what to say to that. He knew Esa didn't mean what he wanted him to mean. He'd 


protected his heart far too long to fall for some fickle speech. Esa was hurting for reasons that had nothing 


to do with him. 


"Well, I'm here," Santeri replied helplessly. "At this point in our lives, | think I'm in it for the long haul. I'd 


hope you are, too." 


"Absolutely," Esa said. He finally looked over at Santeri, his blue eyes hard to read while filled with the 
reflections of the flames. There was worry written in the lines in his face. "| guess, as l'm middle aged, l'm 
learning what's most important in life. And besides my family and the band, well, you're it" He looked back down 
at the flask before drawing it to his lips and taking a sip. Santeri watched the movement in his neck as he 
swallowed, feeling the pull to place his lips there. 


"I'm it?" Santeri repeated. 
"Yes," the guitarist replied. "I don't say it enough, but | love you. | really, really do." 


Santeri willfully ignored the flutter in his chest. He'd heard those words from Esa plenty of times over the 


years. And while the sentiment wasn't empty, it still lacked the meaning Santeri truly craved. 
‘| love you, too, man," he replied automatically. 
"/ love you, foo, man" Esa echoed, snorting. 
Santeri resisted the urge to roll his eyes. 


"What do you want me to say?" Santeri asked. "We've been down this road before. lim not - I'm not here 


just to be some backup plan if your wife decides to divorce you." 
Esa shot him a look, shocked. Santeri almost regretted his words. 
"Sande." he said, "Why would |..° Why would you think that? You're so much more than a - a backup plan" 
Santeri shook his head slowly. 
"You know how | feel about you," the younger one said. "You know how I've felt in the past." 


"But maybe this is a sign," Esa told him. "Maybe everything that's happening now is telling me that you're 


the one." 
"Please," Santeri said, "| can't do this again" 
Esa scooted closer to him and put his hand upon his chest. 


"Santeri," he said. "I love you. | think maybe | am - no, | know - l'm in love with you. And | think | have been 
for a really long time, and | just didn't see it until now, when you forced me to face it. And | know you feel the 
same way still” 


"| don't feel that --" Santeri started, but Esa leaned in and swept him into a kiss. Santeri knew this was 
wrong. Everything about it felt so wrong. Esa had misplaced his feelings of loneliness and confused it with a 
deeper meaning. He couldn't allow all the years of hurt and pining to resurface and let Esa take control of him 


like this. He didn't want to become that shell again, that he'd been for so long. 


Esa finally said those words he'd longed for. It must have been ten years too late, because they had 
almost no effect on him. 


Esa's kiss, however, had plenty of effect: 
Quickly, the kiss deepened, and Esa guided them to the ground, flattening Santeri on the dewy grass. 


"| love you," Esa said again, and he said it many more times, punctuating it each time with another kiss. "| 


love you. | love you. Please, Sande, | love you so much, |... 
Santeri allowed the fantasy to play out, though he wasn't sure if the fantasy was his or Esa's. 


"I love you, too," he said, wrapping his arms around Esa's back. He closed his eyes as Esa worked his way 
down his body, stripping him of his clothes and trailing kisses along each inch of skin, hot as the fire beside 
them. 


Though they'd had sex hundreds of times, something about tonight felt unique. Maybe it was the feeling of 
being the only two people in the world together, alone in a vast forest. Maybe it was Esa admitting feelings, 
even if Santeri was quick to dismiss them, an automatic reaction from decades of getting his hopes up. 


He kept his eyes shut most of the time, allowing Esa to do everything. He tried to be in the moment, 
because he knew that his younger self would be overjoyed . But he lost himself in a different set of blue eyes, 
in full lips, in long lashes and young, smooth skin. He could almost hear Bastian saying his name in Esa's voice, if 


he imagined hard enough. 


He longed to hold the Dane tightly to him, like he was doing now with Esa He scraped his nails down Esa's 
back, across where he knew there was a beautiful tattoo, one he'd always admired. He liked Esa's tattoos. Many 
times, he'd traced them with his lips. 


Esa panted in his ear, grunting more words of affection as he fucked him. Santeri responded in kind, smile 
growing on his face as the guitarist continually hit him at the perfect angle. He dug his fingernails in harder, 
tightened his thighs to Esa's waist as his orgasm approached. 

"Wanna be with you forever," Esa told him, clutching him close before biting his jaw. He fit his hand 
between their bodies and gripped Santeri's cock. He pumped it in time with his own thrusts, heavy on top of 
the keyboardist. "Don't ever wanna stop... Love you so much." 

He imagined Bastian saying those words to him and felt moisture at his eyes. 

"Love you, too, baby," he whispered. Love you, Bastian So much.. 

He lifted into a long, shuddering orgasm, slicking their stomachs with his seed. 

"So sexy," he registered Esa saying. He tangled his fingers in Santeri's long hair with one hand, and the 


other hand grasped Santeri's wrist, planting it in the grass above his head. He continued his pace, a little faster 


now. "So good for me. You've always been so good for me." 


He buried his face in Santeri's neck, continuing to profess his love. Yet, Santeri felt nothing. He knew he 


should be filled with butterflies and ecstasy that he finally had what he wanted after all this time. 
But Esa wasn't what he wanted anymore. Realistically, he hadn't been in a long time. 


He clung to the afterglow of his orgasm to ignore the impending crash of doubts and conflicting feelings. 
Esa wasn't his. Esa would never be his, even if tonight it seemed like it was finally possible. He wouldn't allow 


himself to fall into that hole again. It had token years to dig himself out 
He realized he'd been lost in thought when he finally tuned back in to what was happening, 
"Where do you want me to cum, kulta?" Esa asked him breathlessly. 
"Inside me," he replied, trying to focus on the beautiful man on top of him. He opened his eyes finally as 


Esa leaned in to kiss him. He strung a hand in the guitarist's silky hair, thoughts taken over suddenly by visions 
of Fran. 


No. 
Be here in the moment, with Esa. This is what you always wanted 
The older man shouted as he was wracked by his orgasm. 


Santeri closed his eyes again, listening to the man moaning. Absorbed the feeling of Esa's weight atop him 
and the damp grass against his bare skin. He ran his hands down Esa's back, comforting him as he came down 


from his high. 
"Love you so much," he said gently into his ear. 
"This feels right," Esa said, recovering. "You and me. | don't know why it took so long for me to realize..." 


"You're hurting right now because of things with Kaarina," Santeri told him, continuing to stroke his back 
"You're projecting your need for --" 


"Santeri, stop," Esa said. "| know what l'm feeling.” 


They slowly peeled apart, and Esa sat up. Santeri remained stuck to the grass, looking up at his disheveled 
lover. His eyes followed the designs of his tattoos along his arms and chest. He recalled the taste of his skin. 


‘lm going to talk to Kaarina when we get back home," he said. "I'll do what | can to be with you." 


"Esa, don't," Santeri said, leaning up on his elbows. A few blades of grass stuck to his back. "Think about 
this more. Please." 


"You don't want me?" 


Santeri paused a beat before he spoke, and realized that was a mistake when he saw the broken look cross 


Esa's face. 


Its not that," he said quickly. "You'd be a total idiot to think | don't want you, Esa. | just don't think we 
should rush into this." 


"Its no rush if its been such a long time coming, though," Esa said, "right?" 


"l." Sande put his head in his hands, not sure how to proceed. "Let's just go to bed, yeah? We'll talk more 
about it on the hike back to town" 


"Okay," Esa said, though his tone was reluctant. "Sure." 


The two of them cleaned up silently before retiring to their tent. Once in their sleeping bags, Esa wrapped 
Santeri tightly in his arms. But instead of feeling comforted as usual, Santeri felt confusion. 


Esa couldn't be serious about his feelings. There was no way. 


He was just hurting and lonely. That was all. He'd fix things with his wife, and everything would go back to 
the way it was. The way it was comfortable. The way it had always been and always would be. 


Santeri tried to sleep, but Esa had other plans. 


"Can't get enough of you," he said, slotting their hips together and showing how hard he was. The tone of 
his voice, the scent of his sweat, and the taste of his lips had Santeri hard instantly, too. 


Until the pale gray of dawn cracked, the two made love on and off for hours, drifting in and out of sleep 
between. Each time they stirred back awake, they'd shift their bodies together and become imprisoned by 
need, freed only by reaching ecstasy one more time. By morning, Santeri was caked in sweat and cum, his body 


crying out for a real bed and real sleep. 


"Good morning, kulta" Esa greeted him, having woken as well. He took his place between Santeri's sore, 
shaking thighs, slipping easily back inside. Their bodies were sticky and the stench of sex was so strong it filled 
the tent. The keyboardist arched his back, his cock inflating once again, despite how raw his body felt from 
Esa's overuse. The older man connected their lips as he lazily fucked him. Automatically, Santeri held onto his 
waist, digging his nails in deep. 


Later, Esa prepared the two of them some instant coffee to go with some granola bars for breakfast. 
While he did, Santeri packed away all of their supplies to begin the long journey back, sleepiness weighing on his 
eyelids. 


"We can take a dip in that lake on the way," Esa said as they sipped their coffees. "Should be nice and cold. 
Invigorating. Wake us back up." 


"Wouldn't be so tired if someone had allowed us to sleep," Santeri pointed out. 
"You liked it." 
"| did," Santeri admitted easily. "I like when you get insatiable like that" 


‘Im still not quite sated," Esa told him, flicking his eyes down the length of other man's body lecherously. 


‘Something about this trip with you has awoken a new hunger in me, it seems. | really could fuck you forever." 


"Well, | wouldn't mind if you fucked me into oblivion," Santeri said. "But we have quite a hike back, so we 
should save what energy we have, don't you think?" 


"Fair enough." 


Hours later, it was afternoon and they'd made quite a bit of progress. They'd rewarded themselves with a 
quick dip in a lake along the trail, cooling them off in the heat. 


While Santeri was drying off and beginning to clothe himself, Esa intercepted him with a kiss. 


"Please," he said, guiding Santeri's shirt back off and tossing it to the ground, "I want to take you again" 


‘I'm so sore, Esa, | --" 


Esa kissed him again to quiet him, and Santeri allowed himself to be backed into a nearby tree, igniting yet 
again with desire for his best friend, despite his body begging for a break. 


Minutes later had Santeri clutching onto the tree for dear life. Esa pounded into him, his fingers digging 
into his hips so deep it hurt, but Santeri didn't care. The two of them screamed as they fucked, screamed as 
loud as they wanted, as loud as they could. There was no one around to hear, except maybe some reindeer and 
foxes. They were no different than them: wild animals, doing what nature intended. 


Santeri cursed, and Esa threw an arm around his neck, choking him with his elbow. Santeri let go of the 
tree to grasp his arm with both hands. Esa tightened his other arm around his waist, fucking him impossibly 
harder, impossibly deeper. He sank his teeth into the keyboardist's shoulder, and Santeri yelled again, though 


Esa's arm around his throat squeezed and cut him off. The sensation of blood rushing to his head made him 


feral with need. 


Esa began muttering in Santeri's ear, telling him how good he felt, how he could fuck his ass forever, how 
Santeri's ass was his favorite, how he loved that it belonged to him. He loosened his arm around his neck, and 
Santeri gasped for air, placing his arms on the bark of the tree again He arched his back, and Esa grabbed him 
by the hips once more. 


"| love you so much," Esa grunted. Santeri felt the older man's cock twitch inside him before it painted him 


with multiple bursts of cum. 


They supported each other on shaky legs, kissing breathlessly until they recovered enough to head back in 
the lake and wash off. 


They were in the home stretch now, only about five kilometers from the beginning of the trail, where they 
could get back to the train station. Santeri's phone buzzed in his pocket as he followed Esa. Surprised to get a 
signal again so early, he pulled out his phone to see he'd received a few texts while he was out of range of 


service. One stood out to him, though, and he tapped the message immediately to open it. 

Cute Dane: | know | haven't given it enough time, but | miss you like crazy. | appreciate that you've 
respected my desire to work on things with Sylvain, but | can't take not talking to you. Please call me when you 
can? 

Santeri must've stared at the text for too long, or been too tired from lack of sleep, because he lost his 
footing on an uneven part of the trail. Caught by surprise, he fell forward, accidentally tossing his phone and 
landing on his hands. 


"Fuck!" he yelled, and Esa turned to see his friend on the ground. 


His ankle throbbed. It was the same ankle he'd injured back in high school in hockey, and again sprained in 
his twenties. And it fucking hurt 


"Shit," Esa cursed, hurrying to help him up. Santeri clung to him, trying to put pressure on his foot. More 
throbbing. He stumbled in Esa's arms, but the guitarist didn't let him fall again. 


"How's it feel? Can you walk?" 


"I - | think | rolled my ankle," he said, grasping onto his friend's shoulders. "I don't think it's broken, but 
doesn't feel good." 


His hands burned from the dirt he'd landed on, and one wrist was slightly sore, but it was mainly the ankle 
that hurt. Five kilometers to get back to town suddenly seemed a lot more daunting. 


"| got you," Esa said gently, and Santeri was grateful for his friend's presence despite his embarrassment 


at falling. "Let's sit you down and take a look at it, okay?" 


Eight 


"Hey." 
"Hi, Bastian. How are you?" 
"I'm good. It's really good to hear your voice." 


Santeri laid in bed with his phone to his ear and his leg propped up on a few pillows. The swelling had gone 
down tremendously since he'd gotten home a week ago. The walk back to town had been the most agonizing 
time of his life. He'd leaned on Esa the entire way, using the very patient, very concerned man as his crutch. 
He'd offered to carry Santeri part of the way, but the keyboardist knew that wouldn't work, not when the 
both of them were already carrying their heavy backpacks - and Santeri was no lightweight. It felt like the 


longest journey ever, and the sun had set when they made it out of that damn forest. 


Once back in town, they'd gotten a cab to the nearest emergency room. Luckily the injury was merely a 
sprain, and with plenty of rest and vitamins, Santeri would be back up and walking as normal in plenty of time 
for their next show. He was discharged the next morning, and Esa helped him every step of the way to get 


home. 


Today was the first time Santeri had to himself in order to call Bastian. Esa hadn't left his side for a 
moment, stressing himself out over caring for his friend It was endearing, but Santeri had never been a fan of 
being constantly hovered over. Finally, he had convinced him he'd be okay long enough for the man to go have 


lunch with his children. He had to practically beg him to leave. 


The first thing Santeri did when Esa walked out the door was call Bastian. He filled the drummer in on a 
little of what happened. 


"So Esas been living with you?" 

He swore he heard the smallest hint of jealousy in the Dane's voice, but he was sure he imagined it. 
Bastian didn't know the true extent of his relationship with Esa, as Santeri kept much of it to himself. He 
figured Bastian simply didn't like Esa because of his history with Sylvain - and perhaps because of his 
promiscuity. 


"Yes. | meant to tell you about that incident, too - about him separating from his wife." 


"| would say ‘serves him right for being a cheater," Bastian said, "but with the thoughts I've been having 
of you lately, it would be hypocritical, | think” 


"Thoughts?" Santeri said, interested. "What sorts of thoughts?" 


Bastian laughed shyly. 


"X-rated ones, mostly," he admitted, and Santeri found himself warming up at the idea of Bastian 


fantasizing about him. 

"Well, now," he said, "Don't spare any details!" 

The drummer chuckled again. The sound of his laughter was sweet, like nectar. Simply hearing the kid's 
voice made Santeri long to wrap him close in his arms again. But this time he wouldn't let go. If Bastian ever 


decided to choose him, he'd never let go. 


"| shouldn't say," Bastian said. "They're just thoughts, after all. But to act on them wouldn't be fair to 
Sylvain. He's been trying so hard for me. It's just..." 


"Just what?" 
“Sometimes | think about how our relationship was built on a foundation of distrust, if that makes sense. | 
don't think he ever fully trusted me not to cheat on him. And maybe he is right for that. But sometimes | 


don't trust him, either. | wonder if he and | were doomed from the beginning." 


"Wow," Santeri said. That was heavier than he was expecting. "Is that something the two of you have talked 
about?" 


"Sometimes," Bastian replied. "But it often leads to fighting.” 
"Oh." 


Followed by incredibly hot make-up sex," the younger one added humorously. "And then we forget why we 
were fighting to begin with." 


Santeri swore and bit his lip, picturing the Dane and the Frenchman going at it roughly. Bastian clutching to 
the headboard of a bed while Sylvain absolutely railed him, slapping his ass hard, making his thighs shake, 


making him moan for more... 

"Did | lose you there?" 

"Hmm? Oh, no, sorry," Santeri said quickly, blinking his eyes a few times. It had been a while since he'd been 
with Esa - since the hike. He used the excuse of his sore ankle to avoid sex when, in reality, he was more 
worried about the feelings between them being up in the air. So he was a bit hornier than usual, especially 


when it came to Bastian. 


"How's your ankle feeling?" 


‘Its okay," Santeri said. "I've been icing it daily. Esa's been tending to me like it's his job. It's actually kind of 


nice, having him be my slave." 
"That does sound nice. Although it's admittedly difficult for me to picture Esa as a sweet caretaker type." 


"That's fair," Santeri told him. "I guess you two didn't start off on the right foot there. He genuinely is a 


good person, | promise." 
"A good person who sticks his cock in every willing hole?" Bastian wondered. "Are we talking about the man 
who leads others on for months and years, afraid to commit? Telling Sylvain he was in love when he had no 


intentions of ever leaving his wife, for example?" 


"Okay, okay," the Finn said, trying to ignore how history was repeating itself yet again with the guitarist. "l 
think you just have to know him like | do." 


"Yeah? And how do you know him?" Bastian wondered. "Do you two still..?" 


"Yes," Santeri admitted, not wanting to lie to the drummer. "Sometimes. You know how it gets when you're 


on the road. Loneliness will set in. Its nice to have someone to hold." 
"And now that he's living with you," Bastian said, "you haven't?" 
"Well, | --" 


‘lm sorry," Bastian quickly interrupted. "Thats none of my business. | just - | just miss you, like | said. 


That's all." 
| miss you, too, Bastian," Santeri told him. "So much." 
‘| wish - | wish | was there with you," Bastian said, "to take care of you." 


"Take care of me?" Santeri purred, slipping an errant hand across the front of his sweatpants. "I'd love for 


you to take care of me." 
‘I'd massage your ankle every day." 
"Mmhm. That would feel nice," Santeri said, pressing down his hand. 
"Maybe I'd massage some other.. parts," Bastian went on, his voice lowering. 
"| think I'd like that." 


"Yeah?" 


"Yes, mussu. And I'd return the favor, if you'd let me." 
A pause, as Santeri waited eagerly to see if Bastian would spin back or proceed. 
His voice was shaky when he spoke. "Is - is this cheating, Santeri? If it's just words?" 


"It depends on the relationship," Santeri responded carefully, “and what boundaries you have set with your 


partner." 
"But would you personally see it that way?" 


"Bastian," Santeri said, avoiding answering that question, "we don't have to do anything you don't want to do. 


| respect you as my friend, no matter what" 
"Thanks. | think | just need to think some things over a litle more.” 
"That could be good for you." Santeri dropped his hand from his pants. "Decide what it is you really want" 
"Yeah," Bastian said, "I suppose | should do that 
When Esa got home that day, Santeri was craving his attention He knew it was only because he'd been on 
the phone with Bastian, and he was dying to be fucked senseless. And Esa always gave it to him good, feelings 


or no feelings involved. He figured he'd made Esa wait long enough by now. 


He managed to limp out of his bedroom when he heard the door open. Taimi excitedly followed him from 


where she'd been sleeping next to his feet. 
"Hey," Esa greeted, surprised to see him up and about. "How are you feeling?” 


"Good," Santeri said, smiling as his friend quickly placed his hands around his waist to steady him. "Better 


now that you're home. You were gone a lot longer than | was expecting.” 
"I'm sorry," Esa said. "Something came up, and | actually thought we could sit and talk --" 


"Can it wait?" Santeri interrupted, placing both hands around the back of the taller man's neck and pulling 
him in for a steamy kiss. Esa moaned automatically into his mouth, splitting his lips to slip out his tongue. 


Santeri always loved the way their bodies seemed to fit like a puzzle. Maybe that was why it was so hard 
for him to let go of the idea of him. 


He moved his lips to Esa's neck, licking and nibbling below Esa's ear. 


"What made you so horny suddenly?" Esa chuckled, shifting his hands down from Santeri's waist to his 
butt, squeezing. 


"Just..thinking about you," the keyboardist responded, nuzzling his shoulder. "Take me? Right here?" 
"Your foot, though," Esa pointed out. "I don't want to hurt you." 

"ll be fine. Want you so bad" 

"Shit," Esa groaned. “I'm sorry, Santeri, but | can't do this." 

He took a step back, and Santeri looked at him in confusion, dropping his arms from his shoulders. 
"Why not? My leg's fine, | promise. I'll be ok" 


"No, | mean, this What | needed to talk to you about was that | talked to Kaarina. That's why | was gone so 


long." 
"Oh" 


Suddenly Santeri could feel his heart beating against his chest. He carefully shuffled over to the couch, 
where he sat down. Taimi hopped up and curled up in his lap. Esa sat beside him, folding his hands and looking 


down. 


"I figured you'd be happy for me," he started. "She's ready to try and make things work again, if | promise 
to be faithful from here on out" 


"Not the best start, just now," Santeri pointed out. Esa shrugged. 


"IFs going to be tough. Especially when it comes to you. Santeri, | wasn't lying, back in the forest. It wasn't 
some spur of the moment of emotion, when | told you all those things. But Kaarina is my whole life." 


"Maybe you'll start treating her like she is," Santeri said. He ignored the knife that was twisting in his gut. 
He thought he'd protected his feelings from another one of these blows from Esa, and yet here he was, 


hurting all over again. Apparently, he would never be able to properly get over the man. 


"Yeah." Esa agreed, sounding defeated. "| was actually going to pack my stuff up and move back home 
tonight. But only if you think you'll be okay on your own" 


That was unexpected. Santeri nodded, feeling overwhelmed but trying to act nonchalant. After all, he had to 
convince both himself and Esa that he no longer had feelings for the guitarist: 


"Yeah. | can sort of walk now, anyway." 


If you need me to do anything for you, I'm always a phone call away. And I'll still come over all the time 


and annoy you. And visit Taimi" He pet the content dog in the keyboardist's lap. She yawned and licked his hand. 

“Sure. Yeah." 

Tomi came over the next evening with a twelve pack. He always had a way of knowing when Santeri needed 
his easy, stoic company. He set the beer on the coffee table in front of his band mate and kicked back on the 
couch beside him, folding muscular, tattooed arms in his lap. Taimi sat between them, panting happily. 

They were quiet for a while, choosing to watch an old movie from their childhood. After Santeri's third 
beer, he decided to spill to the singer everything that he'd been dealing with the last weeks. From Bastian's 
desire to cheat, his meeting with Fran, his annoyance with Esa, and Esa's admittance of being in love with him, 


he told it all. 


When he finished speaking, what felt like nearly an hour later, Tomi looked at him with his always intense 


dark brown gaze. 
"So what are you gonna do about it?" he asked. 
"| don't know," Santeri said, picking at his fingernails. 
"And Esa just went back to his wife? After saying all that to you?" 
Santeri snorted. 
"Are you surprised?" 
"Not even remotely." 


They focused back on their movie for a few minutes, but something else was nagging Santeri that he 


needed to sort out. He wanted Tomi's opinion 


"Bastian's coming out to our show in Copenhagen when we do our Scandinavian run in a few weeks. l'm a 


little worried about what will happen when | see him." 


"Well, you're an adult," Tomi said. "I won't judge you for what decision you make. But | know that you know 


there's a right and a wrong choice in what you end up doing.” 


"Yeah," Santeri said, frowning. "This would be so much easier if he didn't have a boyfriend." 


‘Or if you weren't in love with him," Tomi added. 

"That, too." The blonde sighed, face reddening, and took another sip of beer. 
"Sande..." 

"Yeah?" 


"Just be careful, alright?" 


Nine 

Energy from the show was flowing through his veins as he got off the stage. He was sweaty, but he didn't 
care. Bastian was somewhere in that crowd, Bastian was within reach. He needed to see him. Showering could 
wait. Meeting fans could wait. 

‘Meet me backstage,’ he texted the Dane, ‘I'll get you in: 

"You're running off awfully fast," he heard Jan say as he hurriedly changed out of his stage clothes. 


"Meeting with a friend," he said, carefully avoiding his band mates' faces. 


"Yeah," Esa added, "Sande has many friends in Denmark. A lot of those friends coincidentally are the 


drummer for Soilwork" 
"Eat my ass, Holopainen," Santeri told him, throwing his dirtied clothes in his backpack 
| have many times," Esa replied smugly, "and you always enjoy it.” 


"Esa, don't be so lewd," Tomi cut in. Santeri tossed the singer a grateful look. Tomi was always very good at 


reigning in their lead guitarist. 


"He started it!" Esa huffed, folding his tattooed arms over his chest. Santeri zipped up his backpack, threw 
it over his shoulder, and stepped out of the room. 


"See you all on the bus later," he managed, before allowing his feet to carry him swiftly to the backstage 
entrance. He peeked his head out the door, peering around for Bastian He spotted the drummer instantly, only 
a few meters away chatting with the venue's manager. Most of the crowd from the show had petered out by 
now, with just a few stragglers finishing up at the bar or looking at merchandise. He caught Bastian's eye and 
waved the young man over. 


The big smile he was greeted with caused his stomach to flip flop. He hadn't forgotten what Bastian looked 
like, not by a long shot, but seeing that smile in person nearly caused his knees to buckle. He watched as 
Bastian excused himself from the manager and walked over to him, slipping backstage easily. He supposed 
Bastian was used to this venue - had played gigs here many times. 


"Hey," the Dane greeted. His gentle voice was like music to Santeri's ears. 


‘Its so good to see you," Santeri said, placing his hand on Bastian's back. "Come with me to the bus? I've 
got to throw my bag inside." 


‘Of course," Bastian said, and they started down the dark hall, skirting past the other musicians and crew 
milling about. They stepped out of the way to let one of the techs go by with a road case, then broke out into 


the open air. 


Unfortunately, though Santeri loved meeting fans, there were about fifteen of them waiting by the bus. 
Normally he'd be happy to hang out and talk with them, but he didn't want to lose any of the time he'd been 
granted with Bastian. He hoped they wouldn't mind him rushing through them. 


‘Can you put this inside for me?" Santeri asked, handing Bastian his bag. The Dane nodded and went for the 
bus while the fans began to approach him. Santeri remained distracted and went through the motions as he 
was asked for photos and autographs. All he could think about were the precious seconds ticking away that he 
could be spending with Bastian. 


Luckily, it wasn't too long before Jan and Koippari walked out. The fans moved on to them, and Santeri 
excused himself from the group so he could rejoin Bastian, who had been leaning against the side of the bus 


waiting for him. 
"Hey," Santeri said. "Thanks so much for coming out” 
Bastian smiled at him and said, "I'd never miss the chance to see you." 


They'd previously discussed where they'd go to be alone together. Santeri wasn't sure if Bastian was still 
up for it, but he didn't ask He simply followed the Dane and figured they were sticking with their plan. Bastian's 
apartment was supposedly a convenient ten minute walk from the venue, and so the two took off, chatting 
animatedly about the show. Santeri loved how easily they fell back into their friendship, even after many 
months apart. Things with Bastian always felt so natural, despite their seventeen year age difference. 


Santeri knew when Bastian invited him to his place that things were going to go the way they would go. He 
was well aware that Bastian and Sylvain were still together. And he was also well aware that Bastian wanted 
him, too, despite that. He knew he shouldn't have agreed to be alone with the drummer, at least not at his 
apartment. If he was as good of a friend as he pretended to be to Bastian, he would have kept that boundary. 
Instead, this evening would be all self-serving. He could finally be with Bastian again, in whatever way the man 
would let him. He could be with the man he loved. 


It would only make Bastian's life harder, more filled with heartache. The kid didn't deserve all this drama 
from the misguided middle-aged men he ended up surrounded with. But Santeri, who had prided himself in being 
the good friend for so long, couldn't keep up his facade any longer. He planned on finally taking what he wanted, 


and if Bastian wanted it too, well, he wasn't the only one to blame. 


It wasn't soon enough before they reached Bastian's building. The two of them practically ran up the 
stairwell. Santeri fought to keep his hands off of the younger one as he unlocked the door to his apartment. He 
had to play this strategically and let Bastian lead. 


Once inside, with the door shut behind him and the lights flicked on, Santeri felt like he was in another 
world. And he liked this new world, because all that was in it was himself and Bastian. They were finally 
together again, alone. 

"When's bus call?" Bastian asked him, kicking off his shoes and glancing at a clock on the wall. 

"Two hours,” Santeri replied. Two hours suddenly seemed like not nearly enough. 

"I wish we had longer,” Bastian said, turning and facing the keyboardist, folding his arms over his chest. His 
dark blonde hair was a little mussed from the concert, the tips of it closest to his neck dampened with sweat. 
His big blue eyes were obscured by his glasses and the shadows of the artificial light. Santeri unabashedly 
looked him up and down, taking in the young, muscular body, the veins on his crossed arms. He remembered 
the body underneath the clothes like a distant dream. He needed to see it again, memorize it once more. But he 
had to wait for permission. 

He cleared his throat before speaking. 


Sylvain isn't aware that I'm here." It was more of a statement than a question. 


"He's home in France, so.. no," Bastian said, looking away. Santeri couldn't decipher his expression. "I did tell 


him | was going to the Amorphis show tonight, though." 

His ears tuned into the steady tick-tocking of the clock. Seconds dragged by in silence. Every molecule of 
Santeri's body desired to reach out and pull Bastian into him. But he refused to make the first move. The final 
decision was Bastian's to make. All he could do was hope the drummer would come to him. 

Finally, he said, "Bastian, what are we doing?" 

The Dane looked back at him, appearing conflicted. 

"I thought this would be easy," he said quietly, "because | wanted you so badly." 

Santeri didn't respond, just stood and waited He could turn around and walk back out the door. He could 
prevent any of this from taking place. He could remain the good influence, the shoulder to cry on, the friend, if 
he left. 


But his feet wouldn't move. He had no desire to leave. 


"Don't you want me, too?" Bastian asked, and that question floored Santeri. He felt his heart racing in his 
chest. For Bastian to have any doubt at all, well, that made him feel like a failure. 


"m here, aren't |?" he replied, realizing his hands were shaking. Bastian wasn't his to have. Taking this step 
would put the end of everything into motion. The fact that he was here, now, alone with Bastian in the 


drummer's apartment, was already bad enough. They'd come here with their premeditated intentions. They'd 
thought this through, carelessly discussed it over the phone. The sanctity of Bastian and Sylvain's relationship 
had been destroyed the second he walked through the threshold. It didn't matter how far they went from 


here. 
Still, Santeri faltered. 


This had been all he'd wanted, so selfishly, so desperately. And it was in his reach. All he needed was 
Bastian to step forward. Because he needed Bastian to be the one to initiate, because he didn't want all the 
guilt of this to sit on his shoulders alone. 


And finally, he did, right into Santeri's open arms. Warmth bloomed through Santeri's body, and he held 
Bastian tightly. 


"Kiss me," Bastian whispered, tilting his head in and flicking his eyes down to Santeri's lips. 


"I can't," Santeri replied, nearly sobbing in his desperation to hold himself back, stroking his fingers along the 
silky nape of Bastian's neck. " can't..." 


"Yes you can," Bastian said, his voice audibly quaking. "| need you to." 
"No," Santeri said, "I want to, but you're not mine to have." 


"Please," Bastian begged of him, moving close enough that their noses touched and his hot breath blanketed 
Santeri's face. He combed one hand through the older man's hair while his other hand tightened on the Finn's 
waist. 


"You're making this so hard, rakas," Santeri told him, knowing this was a losing battle. Bastian was so warm, 


he smelled so good. He felt like a magnet, the way he was drawing him in. 


"So what if | am?" Bastian asked. But he didn’t give the keyboardist time enough to answer. He closed the 
distance between their lips, pressing fully against him. Santeri whimpered helplessly, both hands falling to 
Bastian's hips and tugging him close. He felt so right in Santeri's hands, so strong and thin, so full of electricity 
So perfect. 


Santeri felt like his brain was spinning in his skull. He kissed Bastian like his life depended on it. His lips felt 
just as he'd remembered, plush and soft. He slipped his tongue through, loving the taste. Bastian moaned into 
his lips and Santeri was ignited with need. 


Bastian's lips were heavenly, and he spent a long time kissing and tasting him. He moved his mouth to the 
Dane's neck, biting and sucking, licking up the salty sweat. Bastian begged for him, his hands scrabbling along his 
body, his broad back Santeri couldn't stop. There was no way he could stop, not when Bastian was in his arms. 


"God, I've missed you so much," he hissed into Bastian's ear. The drummer buckled a bit in his grip, 


moaning. 
"Please," Bastian said. "I need you so bad." 
| should fuck you right here," he growled, "right against this door. Would you like that?" 


"Yes," the drummer panted, tilting in his head to capture Santeri's lips. They broke apart and Santeri spun 
Bastian around, pressing him up against the door. He nipped and kissed the younger man's neck as he undid his 
jeans and pulled out his cock. Next, he pulled Bastian's jeans over the hump of his ass, down to his thighs, just 
enough to give him access. A couple spit-covered fingers provided barely enough slick, allowing Santeri to press 


the thick head of his cock inside. 


Both men sighed in unison. Santeri grabbed Bastian's wrists and pressed them against the door, above his 
head. Slowly, he began to move his hips. 


"You feel incredible," he moaned. He nibbled the shell of Bastian's ear, and Bastian pushed back against him. 
Their bodies quickly became damp, new sweat forming over dried sweat. Santeri basked in the feeling of 
Bastian's hot, muscular body against his, and the sounds of his ecstatic little whimpers. 


He wanted this. He needed this every day, for the rest of his life. 


Sylvain Coudret was suddenly not even a thought in his mind. Bastian was his. Always had been and always 
would be. 


"So good," Bastian murmured, "you're so good." 

"Yeah?" Santeri hissed roughly in Bastian's ear. "You like it, hmm?" 

"Love it," the drummer moaned, leaning his head to the side so Santeri could bury his face into his soft, 
wet skin. Santeri sank his teeth down and Bastian cried out, arching his back automatically. The door shook each 
time Santeri thrust Bastian into it. If any residents of the building walked down the hall, they'd surely hear 
what was happening inside Bastian's apartment. 

"You like Finnish cock, don't you, mussu?" he asked, nibbling the man's neck. Bastian managed to moan. Sonteri 
snaked his hand around Bastian's waist and found his hard, weeping dick. "You like it better than French cock, 
yeah?" 


"Yes!" Bastian said. Santeri crushed the younger man against the door, fucking him harder. He gripped 
Bastian's cock tightly in his fist. 


"Did you miss me?" Santeri asked him, breathing hotly into Bastian's ear. 


"Yes!" Bastian cried." Yes! Yes, Sande, don't stop, please!" 


Santeri kept up his pace, feeling his body coming close to unraveling. He was certain he'd never felt so high 
in his life. Bastian humped his fist and continued to whimper. He reached a hand behind him, grasping blindly for 
Santeri's hip. 


"l'm going to cum," the drummer announced. "Don't stop." 


"Yes, rakas, cum for me," Santeri encouraged him, keeping up his movements. He felt Bastian's cock twitch 
in his hand before he pumped out the hot, milky white. Bastian slackened against him, moaning while Santeri 
finished him off. He kissed the younger one's damp cheek. 


Santeri turned Bastian around and connected their lips. He placed one hand in Bastian's hair while he used 
his other hand to jerk himself. In seconds, he came hard, coating the Dane's stomach and softening cock in his 
cum. He would have collapsed had Bastian's hands not been on his waist. They held each other for a while, their 


panting breaths the only sound in the room. 
"Wow," Bastian said, breaking the silence. "That was incredible." 


'It was," Santeri agreed, stepping back, placing his palm on Bastian's sweaty cheek. They watched each other, 


smiles creeping up their faces. 
"We're a mess," Bastian pointed out. "Would you like to join me for a shower?" 


Santeri's heart was full. Despite the voice in the back of his head telling him he'd made a big mistake, he 
was so happy. 


"I'd love that." 


They made love again in the shower, spending much longer in there than was necessary for hygiene. Being 
inside of Bastian was otherworldly. He was so tight and fit, and his body connected with Santeri's like a puzzle 
piece. Just being in the kid's company again refreshed Santeri, made him feel young again He knew he'd be on 


cloud nine for days, though he hated that he'd have to return to the bus tonight. All he wanted was to wake 


up in the morning with this sweet young man in his arms. 


After they dried off and got dressed, the two sat on the couch. Santeri stroked the drummer's hair as he 
lay in his lap. The happy high he was experiencing in that moment turned out to be, unsurprisingly, fleeting. 


"Sande," Bastian said, looking up at him beneath long eyelashes. 


"Yes, rakas?" Santeri asked. 


‘tm - | think I'm starting to feel the guilt now." 

Oh 

Of course. He'd thought a lot about how he would feel, how Sylvain would feel, but he hadn't exactly 
considered how Bastian would feel after breaking the trust in their relationship. He imagined there were lots of 
thoughts rushing through his head right about now. 

Santeri was quiet for a minute, considering his words. 

"That makes sense," he said, "considering what we just did." 

The drummer sat up and turned to face Santeri, wide-eyed. Santeri was, as usual, reminded of how much 
younger Bastian was than him. Twenty-eight years old, not a single wrinkle on his youthful face. He was a 
grown man, but he lacked the same experience as Santeri, especially in relationships. 


"Do you think of me differently? Do you think of me as a cheater?" 


"Of course not," Santeri said, reaching forward and touching his cheek. "| don't think of you any differently. | 
never would. We did this thing together." 


Bastian nodded and bit his lip, looking down at his hands, folded in his lap. 


| care deeply for you, Bastian," Santeri told him, moving his hand to the drummer's jaw and gingerly 


caressing him. 
"We shouldn't have done this," he said, his voice small. 
‘It's okay." 
"No, its not. | - | cheated | did the worst thing | could possibly do." 


"Shh, rakas" Santeri said in the most comforting voice he could muster. He gathered Bastian in his arms, 


melting a bit as he felt the younger man wrap his arms around him. "Come here... It's okay." 
"| don't know what to do now." Bastian's voice was muffled. He'd buried his face in the Finn's shoulder. 


"You don't have to do anything," Santeri said, rubbing his hands down Bastian's back. "Let's just sit here 
together for a while." 


"Okay." He sounded so defeated, so destroyed inside. Nothing like the sultry, confident boy Santeri had made 


love to minutes before. And it was all Santeri's fault. 


He'd been too selfish, and he'd done this to him. 


They only sat for what must've been a few minutes before Santeri's phone ringing jolted them apart. 


Seeing it was Jan calling him, Santeri answered, keeping one hand placed on Bastian's knee. 


"Bus call was twenty minutes ago," came the drummer's voice when Santeri greeted him. "Where are you? 


Koippari was about to start checking alleyways to see if you passed out drunk somewhere." 


Santeri chuckled at that. "Sorry, Snoopy. I'm with Bastian still. I'll leave right now. Tell the guys I'll be there 


in, like, ten minutes.” 


"Hurry your ass up," Jan told him, and Santeri promised he would before hanging up. He stood and pocketed 


his phone. He combed his fingers through his hair and sighed. 


N 


"| don't want to leave you." 

Bastian stood as well, so Santeri wrapped him into a hug, kissing his forehead. 
"Then don't,” Bastian said softly. "Stay." 

"You know | would if | could” 

"Would you?" Bastian leaned back and looked at him, eyes looking watery. 

I'd stay as long as you wanted me." 


The younger one smiled, though he still looked sad. Santeri began hating himself for what they'd done. He 
knew this would happen, but he'd underestimated how much it was going to hurt. 


"l'm sorry," Bastian said, taking a step back and letting go of the older man. "I know you have to go." 


"We'll see each other soon," Santeri promised him, turning to head for the door, though every cell in his 
body desired to stay, to sit back on the couch and have Bastian lay down in his lap. To never leave the one he 


loved. "As soon as we can" 
"Okay." 


He felt wrong leaving this way. He knew saying what he really wanted to say would have deep consequences, 
would make things more difficult in the long term. But it had been on the tip of his tongue for months, 
dangerously close to spilling from his lips a hundred times tonight alone. If he didn't say it now, he might not 
get the chance again. 


"Bastian, |..." 


He brushed his hair behind his ears and took a quick breath. Now or never. 
"| love you." 
It felt like a heavy weight lifted from his shoulders. There it was, out in the open. The way he truly felt. 


Bastian stood there, looking at him sadly. When he didn't respond immediately, Santeri took another step 


towards the door, feeling his face heating up in embarrassment. 
‘lm sorry ~" 


"Wait, Sande," he said quickly, playing with the bottom of his t-shirt. "I have feelings for you, too. It's just.. 


we can't do this." 
Santeri nodded, understanding. He glanced away, suddenly unable to look Bastian in the eyes. He'd hoped his 
confession would bring the boy comfort, but he had a feeling it only added more to his already overflowing 


plate. He had been selfish too many times today. 


"I know," he forced himself to say, swallowing a lump that had formed in his throat. "Anyway, I'd better get 
going before the guys freak out on me." 


"Right," Bastian said, his tone audibly reluctant. "Okay." 


"Good night, Bastian," Santeri said, and he let himself out the door without looking back. 


Ten 
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Weeks passed since that night of passion. Bastian became hard to get a hold of. He told Santeri he needed time 
to sort things out, to talk with Sylvain, to figure out what he really wanted. Santeri had a feeling things 
wouldn't end up in his favor, but he tried his best not to think about it. 


To make matters worse, Fran had stopped responding to his messages as well, hinting that he was having 
some regrets about their night together in Finland. As much as it hurt, Santeri figured he ought to leave well 
enough alone and let him go. Getting mixed up with a man who was struggling with his sexuality was a bad idea 
unless he was adamant about having his feelings played with. Lord knew Esa and Bastian had those corners 


covered. At least he didn't have to feel guilty talking to Fran anymore while he still had feelings for Bastian 
So, he respected Fran's wishes - and Bastian's, the best he could. 


Amorphis were gearing up for a co-headline tour in the United States with Dark Tranquillity. Santeri was happy 
to get back on a full-length tour, to get into a good head space. He felt better on the road with his best 


friends; he felt normal, even if he had to deal with being around Esa. 


After a day of rehearsals, the Finns flew in to New York City. Once they got the bus, trailer, and rented gear, 
and met up with the Swedes from Dark Tranquillity, it was time for bed at a hotel. They'd have their first 
show the next day in Brooklyn. 


Esa and Santeri had a room all to themselves, but Esa didn't attempt to seduce him. To throw away an 
"opportunity" such as this was unheard of for the older blonde. Any other time, he would've been stripping 
Santeri to his underwear before the he even closed the door behind them. 


The guitarist had stuck to his resolve, admirably. He hadn't so much as laid a finger on Santeri since 
committing to being loyal to his wife weeks ago. In fact, Santeri hadn't even caught any prolonged stares. 


Perhaps he was turning over a new leaf after all. 


It bothered him a little less now than it had when Esa first announced it. The blow had been softened by his 


extraordinary evening of reunification with his much younger Danish lover. That had been the focus of his 


thoughts ever since. It had also been the focus of his fantasies and dreams. He often didn't think about much 


else. He craved more. 


His brain focused on thoughts of the drummer while Esa snoozed beside him, finding it hard to sleep despite 
being tired from travel. 


Unfortunately, Bastian didn't seem to return the feelings he'd foolishly admitted to him the last time they saw 
each other. If he did, Santeri was sure he would've heard from him by now. So he was stuck between 


fantasizing about the kid and feeling sorry for himself with the way things had ended. 


He was sort of annoyed that Esa didn't want him. He liked the idea of Esa fucking him silly in a cheap American 
hotel in the middle of the night while he bit on his own wrist to keep quiet because the walls were so thin - 
like the good old days. At least he'd be so distracted with a cock up his ass that he wouldn't be lamenting 
about Bastian, right? 


Eventually he must've fallen asleep, because when he opened his eyes, it was morning. 


The first show of the tour went without any major flaws. Santeri settled back into the touring lifestyle like a 


second skin 


Pretty soon on, he found a real distraction from his disastrous love life - in the form of a newfound 
friendship with Dark Tranquillity guitarist Niklas Sundin. He'd known the man for years, though not that well. 
Normally, he kept to himself when it came to previous tours or shows. Santeri wasn't sure he'd spoken more 


than five sentences to the Swede. 


He was surprised to see Niklas out of his bunk, and even more surprised to see him standing in front of him 


at a cafe the third day of the tour, a few doors down from the venue. 


"As desperate for coffee as me?" he asked as Niklas turned around with his newly purchased coffee and 


pastry in hand. 


‘Oh, hey," he said with a tired smile. He squinted in the sunlight blazing through the shop's windows as it shined 
in his face. Blue eyes, Santeri noticed. Blue eyes and blonde hair, his favorite flavor. He packed away those 
thoughts. He wasn't very attracted to the man, though he supposed he was handsome enough. None of that 
mattered, as he knew Niklas was married and not interested in men, anyway. "Yes. Definitely desperate for 


coffee, perhaps even more so than youl" 
Santeri chuckled. "Well, then | won't stand in your way. Enjoy, my friend.” 


"Thanks," Niklas said, and paused a second with an afterthought. "Would you care to join me? | was going to sit 


over there in the corner." He pointed. 


"Sure," the keyboardist grinned, happy to have some company that wasn't his own or that of Amorphis. 


By the time the two of them left the cafe, they'd enjoyed their coffees and a refill each. Talking to Niklas was 
rice. He was thoughtful, articulate, and very interesting. Santeri, who was outgoing, found himself sitting and 
listening, rather than leading the conversation. Niklas was a breath of fresh air. Santeri loved his band mates 
as brothers, but it was rice being around someone new and knowing they'd have plenty of time to spend on the 


upcoming tour. 


As they walked back to the venue, second refills of coffee in their hands, Niklas lamented being on tour, saying 
his daughter had entered elementary school, and he hated being away from home. 


"m grateful to be able to do this," the guitarist amended, "but now that l'm getting older, some things are 


becoming more important than doing some conceited guitar dance in front of an audience every night” 


"| understand," Santeri told him. "I've seen many guys at our age hang it up to take a day job to be with their 


families." 
"Yeah," Niklas said. "Not sure if it's for me, but neither is this nonstop purgatory that is life on the road." 


"Really?" Santeri was surprised. "| love traveling. | get stir crazy when I'm at home for more than a few 


weeks." 


"l used to be that way," the Swede said, waving his hand. "But now I've become jaded to the whole thing. I've 
seen the world and done it all, and whatnot." 


"Fair enough," Santeri said "Touring does have its monotony.” 


Niklas nodded and they walked into the venue together. "I hope you'll humor me by joining me for future 
breakfasts, Santeri." 


"Of course," he replied, feeling pleased. "I'd love to. And my friends call me Sande, by the way.’ 
"Sande," Niklas echoed, and his shy smile was back again. "Great!" 


Over the first week and a half of tour, Santeri and Niklas spent a lot of time together. Santeri, who was 
getting more frustrated each day he didn't hear from a certain Dane, took to spending quiet evenings in the 
back of the bus with the guitarist. The two of them would drink simultaneously, mostly in silence. Santeri would 
plug his headphones into his practice synth. Niklas would sit beside him, not quite close enough to touch, and 
would sketch in his sketchbook if he wasn't working on graphic design orders. 


Niklas was sitting next to him when Santeri finally did hear from Bastian. 

Cute Dane: Hey Sande. Sorry I've been quiet. Sylvain and | have been figuring things out. | miss you. 
Immediately, Santeri set his synth to the side and began texting back the Dane. 

Santeri: | miss you, Too. 

Santeri: | can't stop thinking about our last time together. | want that again, so bad. 

Cute Dane: | keep thinking about the last thing you said to me as you left. Was it true? 


Santeri sat back and swallowed hard, trying to decide how to respond. Next to him, Niklas watched steadily, 


wondering what caused the Finn's brow to furrow so intensely. 

"You okay?" 

Santeri looked at him in surprise. 

"Yeah. Just..." he weighed whether to tell Niklas the truth. "Love life woes, | suppose you could say." 
"Ah," Niklas said with understanding, leaning back in his seat. "Been there." 

"At least you're married," Santeri said. 

Niklas snorted, amused, "We have our issues like anybody else." 

"Right, sorry," Santeri replied. "No marriage is perfect” 

"Did you want to talk about it? Your love life?" 


‘Its rather complicated," Santeri told him. "Or perhaps it isn't, if you consider the fact that technically, I'm 


single." 
"Hmm. A technicality. Color me interested." 


Santeri tossed his phone onto the booth beside him and tilted his head back. 


"Well, | kind of had a thing going with a married man, a much younger man, and a straight man But now | have 


nothing with any of them. It all happened in a bit of a blur, honestly.” 


"Wow," Niklas repeated. "Which was it that you were texting just now? You looked so intense...” 


"The, uh, younger one. He's.. he's also dating someone." 

"Ouch," Niklas sighed. "That's rough." 

‘I've considered going back to women a lot lately," Santeri quipped. "It's been some time." 
"Esa," said the guitarist. Santeri twitched at his name. "Is he the married one?" 

Santeri looked at him, the gray-blue eyes watching him with genuine interest. 

"How'd you know?" 


"Let's just say | just about walked in on you two on a previous tour. You were both very drunk, so at first | 


guessed that was the reason, but then | saw how close you two remain. And he's married...” 

"Well, first of all," Santeri laughed, "I apologize that you saw whatever it was that he and | were doing. But yes. 
Esa and | have been in this weird sort of relationship most of our lives together. It waxes and wanes. Right 
now it's in the waning period, and I'm worried he's done with me for good." 

"Worried?" 

"Well, | suppose that's the wrong word. Honestly, I'm actually impressed with him," Santeri admittd. "And 
perhaps if he's really done, it could be good for me. So | don't keep relying on him to pick me back up when | 


enter and exit these weird.situations." 


"Interesting," Niklas said, closing his sketchbook and folding his arms across his chest. "| never pictured you the 


type to be in a love triangle - or square, or whatever this is." 
"Well, not anymore,” Santeri told him. "lm not Casanova. There aren't exactly people flocking to be with me." 
Niklas raised an eyebrow. "| don't see why not" 


"Well, that's flattering, | guess." Santeri glanced at his phone, thirsting to respond to Bastian, to say anything 
that would win him back 


"You'll figure it all out," Niklas assured him, running his thumb over the leather cover of his sketchbook. "And 


love will come." 


Eleven 


Santeri had been texting Bastian nonstop, after promising the Dane that yes, what he'd said in his apartment in 
Copenhagen was true: he loved him. Bastian responded well to this, saying he had similar feelings too, despite 
his relationship with Sylvain. Santeri began to lose focus on the things around him, falling back into his 
fantasies easily. Bastian encouraged it, sending him sexual photos, teases of him slipping his hand down his 
toned stomach and into the front of his trousers. 


Santeri joked with him that he was gonna "give an old man a heart attack," but he honestly thought his heart 
might've actually stopped when he saw the next photo. 


Sylvain was in it 


It was a photo of the Frenchman gazing up at the camera, his pink lips wrapped around Bastian's cock, 


eyebrows raised and brown eyes dilated, as though he were asking, "Does this feel good?" 


Santeri's cock twitched in his pants, and he glanced over at Esa, who was studying something on his laptop 
silently on the opposite side of the back lounge. The guitarist was the only one with him, as the rest of the 
guys had gone to bed or were in the front lounge. He looked back at his phone, not sure how to react. 


Bastian had never sent him a photo of Sylvain like this before. Was it an invitation? Santeri didn't really see 
Sylvain that way. Sure, they'd dry-humped each other on an ecstasy-fueled night in Amsterdam that one time, 
but he wasn't interested in him sexually. He only used Sylvain that night to have a chance to be close with 
Bastian. Even the thought of Sylvain usually soured his mood. After all, he had what Santeri wanted more than 
anything. They were essentially mortal enemies. 

Santeri snorted at the thought of his mortal enemy looking up at him like that in the middle of a blowjob. 
Sylvain gave good head - from what he remembered of that night in the Netherlands. But he probably could've 


gotten head from a garden hose and not known the difference, he was so out of his wits on drugs. 


He looked at Esa again Esa had seen something in Sylvain, too, but Santeri didn't get it. What did Sylvain have 
that he didn't? A French accent? Was that what truly what he'd lost to? 


Yet he stared at the photo, hastily texting Bastian 
Santeri: You doing that right now? 

Cute Dane: ) 

Cute Dane: maybe 


Santeri: Does he know? Is he okay with this? 


Those eyes. Yeah, he had nice eyes, so dark and rich. Santeri took a sip of the beer he'd been nursing the last 
hour. And continued looking at the photo, examining it with the same interest as a curator would an art 
collection. Good composition, decent lighting, subject leaves something to be desired.. 

Bastian didn't text him again that night. Presumably, he was finishing whatever it was he and Sylvain had 
started. Santeri bristled with annoyance. Why would Bastian send that photo to him? To make him jealous? To 
show off that he was having amazing sex with his whore of a boyfriend, while he was stuck here with - no. 
No, he couldn't think that way. 

He looked at the photo a little longer, mesmerized by the wetness reflecting off of Bastian's hard cock. He 
could almost taste it. But instead, Sylvain was tasting it, while he was stuck in the middle of the American 
Midwest with Esa. 

Esa, 

He deleted the photo from his messages and put his phone aside. Next, he polished off his beer. 

His thoughts shifted to his blonde band mate. Maybe tonight, Esa would be willing to give Santeri a hand. 
Maybe Santeri could seduce him, which was always easy. It was worth a try, even if Esa claimed he wanted to 
be loyal to his wife. It would make Santeri feel less pathetic, like less of a cuck, for getting weirdly turned on 
by that photo. Plus, admittedly, he missed Esa's strong arms around his waist. 

"Esa" 

The guitarist looked up, pulling his headphones down from his ears. 


"Hmm?" 


"Do you want to fuck?" Normally, that was all the seducing Esa required. Within the next few seconds, his 
pants would surely be off. 


But the older one snorted, rolling his eyes at him. 

‘Funny’ 

"No, im serious," Santeri said "Im horny, kulta" 

"Well, lm serious about keeping Kaarina haappy. | thought you'd respect that 

Santeri pouted at him. "I didn't actually think you - are you really rejecting me right now?" 


Esa shrugged, tucked a lock of silky hair behind one ear. 


"Apologies, kulta," he said, though no sweetness lingered as he repeated the term of endearment his 


keyboardist had just used. "| didn't think it would be that hard for you to swallow.’ 


"Fuck you," Santeri snapped at him, standing up and pocketing his phone. "You'll never be a good husband. You'll 
always be a fucking slut, no matter how hard you try." 


"Whoa," Esa said, looking thoroughly taken aback. "What the hell, man?" 


Santeri bit his tongue back from saying something much worse and shook his head, averting eye contact. 
Beautiful deep blue eyes that he'd drowned in so many times before, that he used to long to see, were 
impossible to look at now. He didn't like knowing he'd just said something hurtful his best friend out of 


nowhere. 
"Sorry," he uttered. He exited to his bunk quickly before Esa had the chance to say anything else. 


In bed, he scrolled endlessly on social media while his mind reeled. He was upset that he'd blown up on Esa just 
because he'd told him no. Esa was always the one he could fall back on, all his life, when things were difficult 
or when he just needed a little support. He realized he wasn't entitled to the man's body and emotions, but he'd 
gotten so used to getting it when he needed it. It was weird knowing he had to go without: 


And then there was the image Bastian had shared with him, of the private moment between himself and 
Sylvain, keeping him awake. He was confused and jealous, and it was driving him crazy. He liked to live in his 
little bubble of make believe where Bastian loved him and wanted nothing to do with his French boyfriend. Being 
reminded viscerally that Bastian and Sylvain are still very much sexually active (why wouldn't they be?) 
pushed him out of his beloved fantasy. 


At the same time, Sylvain's eyes had been so alluring. Sure, he wasn't Santeri's type, but the image did turn 
him on a lot. He scrolled back through his texts with Bastian, enjoying the nudes the Dane had sent, and falling 


once again into his dream world. He shut his eyes, slipped his hand down the front of his trousers, and quietly 


jerked himself off. Afterward, he fell asleep. 


When he woke several hours later, he had a few text messages from Bastian waiting to be read: 
Cute Dane: I'm so sorry that | sent you such a photograph last night. | hope you forgive me. 
Cute Dane: He and | got a bit drunk, and | thought it was a good idea, and he didn't mind me taking the photo. 


Cute Dane: But that's no excuse. | know you don't want to see me with him like that. 


Cute Dane: Again, l'm super sorry for being so inappropriate. | hope you're not mad at me but understand if 


you are. 


Instead of immediately responding, Santeri sighed and slipped out of his bunk at the scent of coffee brewing. 


Niklas, Tomi, and Oppu were the early risers today, as they usually were, with their tour managers. Santeri 
poured himself a cup of coffee and slid into the booth next to the Dark Tranquillity guitarist, who was nibbling 


on a piece of toast with jam. 


Tomi was sat across the table from them, staring stoically at the passing scenery out the window, tattooed 
arms folded neatly across his chest. Santeri knew he wouldn't get much response if he tried talking to the 
singer, other than a tired grunt, so he offered a soft greeting to Niklas. 


"Good morning," the Swede said brightly. "How are you feeling today?" 
"Okay," Santeri said. "Though my ankle's been stiff since the show yesterday. From previous injuries.’ 
"That's unfortunate," Niklas said. 


"Rain last night probably didn't help," Oppu piped in from where he watched TV, long, skinny limbs strewn 


haphazardly across the couch. "My joints are a wreck" 


"Tell me about it," came the voice of Mikael Stanne as the Dark Tranquillity singer made his appearance. The 
men chuckled. "Fuck, we're getting old" He reached into a cabinet above their kitchenette and procured some 
generic pain killers, which he took a few of, and handed the small bottle to Santeri. They made a joke of passing 
the pills around after, making sure all the middle-aged musicians got their ibuprofen. 


The redhead soon took the last spot in the booth with a bowl of oatmeal, staring listlessly out the window 
much like the much smaller Finn sat beside him. It was almost comical, seeing them both like that. The usual 


chatter picked up, keeping them all occupied until they reached their next destination 


"Check out what | got for us," Niklas said, nodding down and discreetly pulling a plastic baggie from the pocket 
of his leather jacket. Santeri caught a glimpse of two fat joints before he hid them away. The two of them 
were stood in the green room together, their stuff gathered in their arms as they got ready to pack into the 
bus for the night. 


"Weed?" 


Niklas nodded. "You complained of your leg pain this morning. Marijuana does wonders for pain without being as 
bad on the body as all those pills. | avoid it myself since it's illegal in Sweden, but here in the States, it's easy 
to get a hold of. One of Mikael's friends hooked me up." 


"You trust the guy?" 


"What, to not lace it with something?" Niklas wondered. Santeri nodded, and he shrugged. "I've smoked from him 
in the past with no issues. And last time | did, here in Denver at this same venue, actually, it was very potent. 
There's a cool little hidden spot right behind the verue where we won't be bothered Did you wanna head there 
now?" 


Santeri glanced around at the empty back stage area and shrugged. 


"Don't have to ask me twice!" 


"You know," Niklas said as the two of them sat on the curb of the parking lot, backs against a wooden fence. It 
was a brisk evening, but the sky was clear and they could see stars twinkling beyond the glow of street lamps. 


Santeri tilted his head back, quiet as Niklas flicked the lighter, "sometimes this stuff helps the pain of a broken 


heart as well" 
"Why do you say that?" 


"Well, there's that whole /ove square thing you divulged to me a while back. Plus, you looked really down today. 
But maybe that was just the sore bones?" 


"No, you're right. Sore bones and a sore heart," Santeri affirmed. Niklas took a couple puffs of the joint and 
handed it to Santeri. "| guess Im still getting over this stuff with Esa" 


"And the young guy?" Niklas asked. Santeri inhaled deeply, allowing the smoke to flood his lungs. "The one who's 


in a relationship?" 


"Yeah. He's.. things with him aren't getting any easier, either." Santeri didn't feel comfortable asking Niklas's 
opinion on the sexting exchange. He figured he ought to keep Bastian's private messages private, anyway. He 
coughed a bit as he exhaled another hit, pushing the joint back at Niklas. 


"Wasn't there a third one? The straight guy?" Niklas went on, finishing off what was left of the roach before 


crushing it beneath his boot. "Tell me more about him." 


“There's not much to tell. It was just a drunken night in a Helsinki hotel that ended with me wanting for more. 
But it turned out | was just his pawn to explore his sexuality with." 


"You sound bitter," Niklas noticed. 


"| don't know. | thought we had something. | never felt so immediately drawn to someone like that before. It 
was just disappointing, | guess. But I'm not mad at him. | can't blame him if he's just not into guys.’ 


"Hmm, sounds like he was into it enough to give it a try, though," Niklas bumped his arm with his elbow. "You 


said you're no Casanova, and yet you have three guys who want you!" 
"Wanted" Santeri corrected. "They don't want me anymore." 
The other man softened. 


"Sorry," he said. The two of them easily changed the subject. Santeri talked about an idea he had for starting a 
psychedelic rock band, while Niklas listened contentedly. 


After a few minutes, he giggled lazily, a sign that the marijuana was affecting him. 


"Your voice," Niklas said, lolling his head to look over at the Finn with a big smile, "it's so..nice to listen to. So 


low... so gravelly." 


"Gravelly," Santeri repeated back to him, feeling his body pull through into a pleasant high right at that 


moment. 

"Mmhmm." 

They sat in blissful silence for an undetermined amount of time before starting on the second joint. 
"You ever shotgun it?" 


"Hmm?" Santeri asked, the tip of the joint resting on his lower lip as he fussed with the lighter. Not much fluid 
left in it, he guessed. 


"Maybe there's another term for it in Finnish," Niklas guessed, and plucked the joint easily from Santeri's 
mouth. "Let me show you." The guitarist clicked the lighter a few times, finally getting it to start. "Now, when | 


breathe in, I'm going to lean forward, and you'll lean in and breathe in my air." 
"Oh, like they do in the movies," Santeri grinned. 


Niklas nodded and closed his eyes, taking a long, steady drag from the joint. His gray-blue eyes opened again 
and he beckoned Santeri forward. Automatically, the Finn leaned in, parting his lips. He felt Niklas's fingertips 
brush against his cheek, steadying him, and then the Swede slowly blew out his air, millimeters away. Santeri 


sucked in. 


"| don't think it worked," he said, breathing out and seeing only a small bit of smoke. 


"Here, you try," Niklas told him, handing the joint back. His hand remained on Santeri's cheek while the 
keyboardist took a hit. "Perfect, there you go, now come back and breathe out...” 


Santeri felt the heat of the smoke burning his throat. He leaned in, so very close to Niklas, closed his eyes, and 
released his breath. He could feel Niklas‘s lips ghosting his own, so soft, warm, beckoning. He reached his hand 
up and touched the younger man's neck. He could feel Niklas pull in the smoke as it exited his lungs, a bizarre 


sensation. 


"Just like that," Niklas said, voice barely a whisper, exhaling. His lips brushed Santeri's as he spoke, and Santeri 
slotted their mouths together in a slow, soft kiss. He heard Niklas emit an approving moan as he pressed in 
closer. Perhaps it was because he was high, but Santeri found Niklas‘s thin lips to be astounding, perfect. He 
slid nearer to Niklas, wrapping one arm around his waist while his other hand remained at the back of his neck 


Niklas slipped out his tongue and Santeri groaned happily, joining in the kiss with his own tongue. 


His body felt heavy and light at the same time, as though he were floating but couldn't move. The high had 
settled in, and the keyboardist worried that maybe he shouldn't have smoked any more. But he quickly forgot 
about that, focusing on Niklas's mouth. He tasted so good, felt so good. His tongue was so warm and wet and 
inviting. Santeri sucked on it a bit, causing a small giggle from the Swede. Niklas ran his hands through his hair, 


continuing the kiss along. 


His body was so comfortable in Santeri's arms. He felt perfect. Everything about Niklas felt so lovely. So right. 
Santeri didn't want to ever stop. Niklas didn't seem to want to stop either, so they continued luxuriating in 
their kiss, growing breathless and sloppy. His thoughts blurred, as did his vision, and he pulled the other man 
into his lap. In this position, their cocks strained through their jeans, wanting for more, but they were content 
in their blissful kisses. 


They were almost caught by Oppu with their limbs all tangled together, but luckily they managed to pass it off 
as some weird, drunken wrestling. The bassist chaperoned them back onto the bus, and after partying a bit 
with his band mates, Santeri settled into a very pleasant, deep sleep. 


Twelve 


Author's Notes: 
Santeri doesn't get a break, does he? Thanks for reading! 


"Hey." 
"Last night was -" 
"Yeah, that was, um..." 


Santeri and Niklas stood less than a meter apart, regarding each other in the snack aisle of a gas stop. Esa and 


Mikael were a few steps away in the same aisle, so they had to keep their voices low. 
It was nice," the both of them said at the same time, chuckling afterward. 


‘It was nice," Niklas said again, examining the bag of potato chips in his hand, "but as you know, | am married, 


and, um, not gay...” 


"Yes," Santeri said quickly, relief washing over him, "of course, and I'm sorry things got out of control. | didn't 


intend for that." 
"Right, me neither. So we're okay with just continuing on as friends, like it never happened, right?" 


"Yes, absolutely," the keyboardist replied He could feel he was blushing, but if Niklas noticed, he didn't say 
anything. He caught Esa giving them a curious look, but the man glanced away when they made eye contact. 


The two of them had barely spoken after Santeri blew up on him. 


He was relieved he and Niklas were on the same page. While the intimacy they shared was lovely, Santeri didn't 
feel that spark with Niklas that he did with, well, Bastian or Fran Besides, the last thing he needed was to get 
involved with another married man. Still, he supposed it would have been nice to have a warm body to cuddle 


up next to on the road, since Esa currently wasn't an option 


He thought they'd moved past the subject, but later on the bus, when he found himself alone in Niklas's 
company, the guitarist brought it back up. 


They were in their usual configuration, in the back lounge: keyboard on Santeri's lap and sketchbook on Niklas's. 
An 80's horror movie played on the television, but neither paid much attention, absorbed in their own worlds. 


"| guess | had a bit of an ulterior motive yesterday," Niklas said out of the blue. Santeri, who had been wearing 


headphones, took them off to regard his friend with a questioning look. "My wife and | got in another fight 


recently about me being away from home too much." 

"Oh?" 

Niklas nodded, thin lips pursed as he continued drawing in his book "I felt frustrated and alone. | knew that | 
could talk to you about it, as you are going through similar love life woes, but instead of that, | don't know 
what happened. Part of me was curious to learn what was so alluring about you. | wanted to explore the 
psychology behind this interesting love square, | suppose.’ 

"l. | don't think | understand," Santeri replied. 

"Sorry," Niklas told him. "It made sense in my head. Basically, I'm trying to rationalize cheating." 

‘It was only some kissing," Santeri tried. "Don't beat yourself up about it too much. We were high." 

"Not really an excuse, though." 

Santeri shrugged, at a loss for words. "True..." 

"Can | tell you something? It's mostly a secret, so I'd prefer you don't tell anyone." 

"Of course," the Finn replied 

"I told you l'm not gay, and I'm not, but actually," Niklas chuckled softly, "| had a bit of a thing with this cute 
French guy, way back before | knew my wife. It was sort of an experimental time for me when | was in my 
twenties." 


French guy. Funny coincidence, Santeri thought. 


"We didn't go too far, but it was nice. Different, in a good way. But ever since, | never found myself all that 


attracted to another man" 


"Oh," Santeri said. "Well, sexuality is a spectrum, as they say. | like to say that l'm simply attracted to 


attractive people." 


Niklas smiled. 


"Well, | guess that means l'm attractive, since we kissed." He seemed pleased. 
"You are very attractive," Santeri told him. 


"As are you," Niklas replied. "Plus, you are an extraordinary kisser. | understand the love square now. If | were 


gay, I'm certain it would turn into a love pentagon." 


"That is quite the compliment," Santeri laughed. After a moment, he turned serious. "I do hope things will be 
okay with you and your wife. | wasn't really thinking when we...” 


‘Its okay," Niklas said, waving his hand. "Neither was |. | already made the decision not to tell her. It was just a 


little kiss, right? Why upset her over a high mistake?" 


"Right," Santeri agreed, as memories flashed through his head of Niklas in his lap, tiny moans escaping his lips 
as they kissed desperately in the lonely parking lot. "Yeah." 


‘lm thinking of quitting Dark Tranquillity," Niklas said. The sudden change of subject caught the keyboardist off 
guard. 


"Really?" 

"Yeah." Niklas sighed and shut his sketchbook. "I've been thinking about it for quite some time. My wife has 
been pushing for it, and I've been getting tired of this touring lifestyle. Some things just matter more in life, 
you know?" 

Santeri nodded, and the guitarist went on. 

"Kissing you reminded me how toxic life on the road can be - no offense - and it's only made me surer in my 
decision. I'll probably finish out this year of shows and then.who knows?" He stood up and stretched. Sonteri 
watched as his shirt raised and revealed a strip of tantalizing pale skin and a hint of blonde pubic hair. He 
blinked a few times, reminding himself that he wasn't attracted to Niklas. 

"Every time | try to breach the subject with Mikael, he just kind of laughs it off and gets drunk," the man said 
of his singer, looking at the ground. "To be fair, we started the band together. We've spent basically our whole 
lives together. | get that he wouldn't be eager for me to leave." 

"He'll have to accept it eventually.” 

"| hope so. | think he will. But it'll still be hard, for the both of us." 


"Of course.” 


"Well," Niklas said, yawning and turning to leave, "I think I'm going to call it a night. Talk to you later, Sande." 


"Sweet dreams," Santeri told him, before putting his headphones back on and resuming his practice early into 


the morning. 


A week went by, and now the last few days of tour were upon them. Today was Los Angeles, California. Santeri 


rolled out of his bunk some time in the afternoon and checked his phone for messages. 

Cute Dane: Good morning, Sande. | miss you so much. | wish | was with you right now. 

Cute Dane: | love Sylvain. But | think | love you, too. What do | do? 

Cute Dane: | can't hide this from him. 

Santeri sighed to himself, frustrated as he read the texts. He was exhausted with Bastian's back and forth. He 
knew if he started openly badmouthing Sylvain, he would surely lose the kid, push him away. He was sick of 
being diplomatic at this point, though, and so he responded: 

"Fall out of love with one of us, then" 

Unsurprisingly, he didn't get a text back after that. Today, though, he didn't care. Today, he was in sunny LA 
with his band, and he was going to have a good time. They only had a few days left of tour before they'd be 
flying back home to Finland, so it was time to turn up the partying. 

When he got to the front of the bus, a few of the guys were already day drinking. Mikael and Esa looked a bit 
red faced, signaling they had been at it a while. Santeri had a feeling he'd have to peel Esa off the floor and 
drag him back on the bus later that night. Although, perhaps he'd indulge to the point that Tomi and Oppu 
would be left to carry their band mates to bed. 


He sat next to Esa, who immediately handed him an ice cold Modelo. He thanked him and cracked it open, taking 
a sip. Nothing like beer for breakfast. 


"We arrived a few hours ago," Esa told him. The guitarist had been speaking to him regularly again, seemingly 
no longer bothered by Santeri's past outburst. "Oppu and Tomi went out to find lunch without you." 


Santeri shrugged. "Where are you thinking of going?" 
"Probably this pizza place down the street," Esa said, while Jan, who was next to him, grunted. "Want to join?" 


"Beer and pizza for breakfast? Absolutely!" 


One hour until doors, and Santeri was absolutely sloshed. He knew he had to slow down if he didn't want to 
make an absolute ass of himself during the show, but Esa kept feeding him shots back stage. They'd also been 
gifted wine on the rider, which he and the guitarist had polished off quite easily. 


"Seriously, you guys?" Tomi asked as he and Oppu entered the room. Oppu stepped over Jan, who was laying on 
the floor, face hidden beneath his cap. 


Koippari looked up from his phone. "Don't blame me. | stopped drinking hours ago." 

The other half of Amorphis was very clearly drunk. Jan was dead to the world while Santeri laid in Esa's lap, 
being funneled beer and leftover pizza by hand. The lead guitarist was singing some old Finnish folk song, but 
his words were slurred. Santeri pushed a piece of pizza crust into his mouth. 

"Shut up," the keyboardist told him. 


"No," Esa told him as he chewed and swallowed. "Never." 


"No more beer," Tomi said sternly, prying the cans out of his friends’ hands and tossing them into the garbage 
(‘Noooo," Esa protested). Oppu gently shook Jan with his toe. 


"Wake up, Snoopi," he said, using the man's nickname. "The crowd expects there to be a drummer tonight" 
"Vittun...vit-..," Jan grunted, Turning onto his side and waving him away. "Trying to sleep...” 


"Well," Tomi sighed, folding his arms across his chest, "they've played their instruments drunker than this, so 


hopefully we'll be okay." 


"Right," Oppu agreed, though he didn't look convinced. 


Showtime was a blur. Santeri was no less drunk, for lack of drinking, by the time he hit the stage. Even the 
faces of the audience blurred, but luckily his muscle memory refused to fail him. He swayed, though it may 
have not been to the beat. He felt a bit sick towards the end, but powered through. 


After they finished their set, Santeri rushed off stage. He knew everything would be coming up, and he was 
running out of time. He heard Esa call after him but ignored him. He burst through the door to the artist 
bathroom and fell to his knees in front of the toilet to empty out his lunch. 


His body lurched several times as he wretched. Once the last of the liquid came out, he flushed the toilet and 
collapsed onto the tile floor. The coldness of the tile was a relief to his clammy skin He gave himself a few 
minutes to just sit and return to normal before pulling himself to his feet and studying the damage in the 
mirror. He wretched again when he saw some sick had gotten caught in his beard. He turned on the sink and 


leaned down, thoroughly washing his beard until the smell seemed to fade. 


He frowned when he realized there were no paper towels to dry off with. He looked like a fucking drowned rat. 
He scowled at himself in the mirror, tied up his hair, and exited the bathroom. 


He couldn't wait to get back to the green room to change out of his stage clothes. It had been over a week 
now since he'd been able to do laundry, so they were getting rank He could also properly wipe himself down to 
be presentable to the general public. He'd started the day in party mode, but now he was regretting it, planning 
to retire to his bunk immediately. 


But he realized, as the bathroom door swung shut behind him, that wouldn't be happening any time soon. 


Down the hall stood Koippari and Oppu, talking to a shorter man whose back was facing Santeri. The 
keyboardist's heart caught in his throat as recognition hit him like a brick. There was no way... 


But he could see the distinctive tattoos. The colorful flames adorning pale skin The small, fit body. The 


beautiful blonde hair. He could hear the unmistakable accent and shy voice. 
It couldn't be him. 


"Fran?" His voice broke, failing him. The man turned and looked at him, and Santeri's knees nearly buckled. 


Thirteen 


"Heyl" That gentle smile. 


"What are you doing here?" 
"| live here," Fran laughed sheepishly. "Well he gestured around him, "not in the venue. In LA’ 

"| know that," Santeri said, mind whirling. "I guess | just - why are you at this show?" 

"| wanted to see you play" 

Santeri ran his hand through his hair, perplexed. "But last time we spoke, you said you weren't ~' 


"I know," Fran interrupted, and the keyboardist stopped, knowing the man didn't want his two band mates 


knowing about their intimacies. 

Seeing him in person again, after all this time, felt surreal. Fran was just as alluring as he remembered. Santeri 
didn't know what to do. Right now, all he wanted to do was hug the man. But he was sweaty, his beard was 
sopping wet, and his breath probably smelled like puke. So he stayed where he was, hoping Fran wouldn't judge 
him too harshly or come too close. 


"Is good to see you again," Fran said, smiling shyly. 


| can say the same," Santeri said, and looked at Oppu and Koippari, who had been chatting to one another and 


watching them curiously. "| see you've met a few of my band mates?" 
"Yes, and Tomi remembered me from when we met back at Bloodstock," Fran said. 


"Come with me, and I'll introduce you to the rest of the guys,” Santeri said, gesturing for Fran to follow him to 


the green room. "lm a bit of a mess," he warned as they got close enough to lower their voices. 


‘Im always a bit sweaty after shows," Fran empathizea, light blue eyes looking at him like a doe in headlights, 
but Santeri shook his head. 


"| really need to clean myself up," he said, scared Fran would find him revolting. "But you can hang out with the 


guys while | do that, okay?" 


"Oh, right," Fran nodded, looking a bit awkward. "I'm friends with the owners here, and that's how | got... 


"No, that's fine that you're back here! | just meant..." They both chuckled uncomfortably, and Santeri hated 
how sober he was beginning to feel. He introduced Fran to Tomi and Jan, but Esa was no where to be found. He 
was kind of disappointed, only in that he wanted Esa to wonder what he was doing with such a pretty young 


Italian man. 


While his band mates entertained Fran, Santeri grabbed his things and hurried to the bathroom, doing his best 
to make himself presentable. Normally he didn't even care so much about his appearance, so long as he was 
clean enough, but that was Fran out there. That was fucking Fran. And he couldn't have the beautiful younger 


man seeing him at his worst. 


He stared at himself in the mirror, trying to fix his hair, settling for tying it up again. His face looked bloated 
from all the alcohol. His cheeks were rosy and warm. At least he could now properly wash his face and brush 
his teeth. His hands shook a bit as he toweled himself clean. What was Fran doing here..? 


The man still wanted to be friends, clearly. That's what they'd said they would be, anyway, back when Fran told 
him he'd changed his mind about the nature of their newly formed relationship. They hadn't really messaged 
each other since then, which was what had Santeri's brain spinning. 

There was no chance Fran wanted him again, right? But why else would he have come out tonight? 


Don't get your hopes up, and just go out there and see where the night goes 


Santeri packed his things back into his bag and exited the bathroom, in his cleanest jeans and button down He 


needed another drink. 


When he re-entered the green room, he couldn't help but notice that Esa still hadn't made an appearance. So, 


in Finnish, he discreetly asked Jan where the guitarist had gone off to. 


"Disappeared with some groupie with giant tits," the shorter man slurred, his eyes trying their hardest to 


focus on his band mate. 


Santeri felt a pang of disappointment hit him, but he couldn't focus on that. Fran was here, and he wanted to 
spend time with his surprise guest. So he told Jan that he'd be heading out with Fran for a bit. 


"I just have to throw my bag on the bus," Santeri turned his attention to the Italian. "Come with me?" 


Fran, who had been sipping a Modelo and chatting with Tomi, said goodbye to the singer and followed Santeri 
out of the venue. Right before the door shut behind them and muffled it, Santeri heard Dark Tranquillity's set 
start. 


He glanced over curiously at Fran as the two of them walked to the tour bus. Fran was looking ahead, smiling 
contentedly, beer still in hand. He looked so sweet and magnetic. Santeri had the desire again to embrace him, 


to just stand there and hold him in his arms, but he held back. 


After he dropped off his things and stepped off the bus, the two of them smiled shyly at one another, 
laughing awkwardly as they both failed to speak. The younger one tucked a lock of honey blonde behind his ear. 


"l, um... My car's actually parked just down the street,” Fran said, pointing. "Perhaps we can sit there and talk?" 
"Yeah," Santeri replied, grateful for the suggestion of a private place, "of course. Whatever you'd like." 


They fell into silence again as they walked down the alley, past the tour bus and trailer. It seemed oddly quiet 
for such a bustling city. Perhaps it was because it was a Sunday night. Fran disturbed the quiet by tossing his 
can into a trash bin with an aluminum clink They came to a beautiful black Porsche coupe, gleaming like a 
mirror in the orange glow of a dim street lamp. There were other cars parked nearby, but the owners were 


probably inside the venue. 

"Beautiful car," Santeri admired. 

"Thank you," Fran said, unlocking it so the two of them could get in. Inside, Santeri admired the spotless leather 
interior as the Italian started the engine. The sport car roared to life easily, and Santeri jumped a bit, 


surprised at the power. "My pride and joy.” 


He turned on the AC to combat the stuffy interior. On the radio, Phil Collins sang about an easy lover, 


background noise to the thrumming in Santeri's ears. 

"I know you're wondering why l'm really here," Fran began. He turned to look directly at the older man, eyes 
partially obscured by shadow. "I'm sort of wondering that myself. I've been so confused by how | feel about 
you, Sande." 


Santeri wasn't sure what to say, so he waited for him to continue. 


I'm 3T years old," Fran said. "| should have my sexuality figured out by now. But that night in Helsinki, | was so 


into you. If changed my whole perspective." 


"I thought | was just some experiment for you," Santeri said, admittedly sounding a little more hurt than he'd 


intended. "| thought it meant nothing." 
"No, no," the younger one interjected, "no, its not like that. Yes, it was a new experience for me, but | really 
felt a connection with you. It scared me, though. | haven't told anyone else about it except for Howard. I'm still 


trying to come to terms with the fact that | - | want a man. | thought it would be easier than this." 


"You do want me?" Santeri asked. By now his heart was beating so hard in his chest, he was sure Fran could 


hear it, even over the car's rumbling motor. 


Two pairs of blue eyes watched each other, curiosity evident in their gazes. Fran managed to speak again 


"Can l.. could | kiss you?" 

Santeri answered that by surging forward and capturing Fran's pink lips with his own. He felt Fran's hands on 
him instantly, one hand on his cheek, the other gripping the collar of his shirt. He took that as an invitation to 
place both hands in the silky blonde hair, feeling it cascade easily over his fingers like warm honey. 

Suddenly he was transported back to Helsinki last summer. He was seeing Francesco Artusato enter that bar 
for the first time again, flooring him with his good looks. He was feeling the heat of the man next to him in 
the hotel room bed, their bodies so drunk and heavy. He was tasting him... 


He was hearing him emit tiny little pleased murmurs, but that was happening in the present, drawing him 


back. 


‘lm sorry," Fran said, backing away suddenly. "I'm just... | still feel weird that | didn’t, you know, return the 


favor when we...” 
"Return the favor?" Santeri wondered, perplexed. 


"When we got sexual," Fran explained, reddening a bit in embarrassment, "you made me cum. | pretended to be 


asleep after so that | wouldn't have to..." 
"Oh," the keyboardist said. 


"And then when you left, | figured you were disappointed in me. | figured I'd never have a chance with you 


again, because you would think of me as a selfish lover." 
"I just thought you were tired, not selfish," Santeri Told him. 


"Well, the truth is that | was sort of apprehensive," Fran said. "| was afraid to touch you back. | didn't know 
how to do it." 


"Oh," Santeri said again. "Well, l'm certainly not disappointed in you. | mean, sure, | would have loved for you to 
touch me. And you could touch me in any way and | would enjoy it. But | would never want you to do 


something you're not ready or willing to do." 
Fran studied him, and it was all Santeri could do to keep from kissing him again. Those eyes... He wasn't yet 
used to them, all the life and passion brimming at the sky blue surface. But he was sure he could look at 


them, and that handsome face, for a very long time and never get bored. 


"I think l'm ready now," Fran told him, his voice noticeably shaking. 


"Are you sure?" Santeri asked, heat pooling low in his loins as his desire for the man became harder to contain 
He reached out a hand, tucking the blonde behind Fran's ear. Fran kissed the inside of his palm, looking at the 


older man for approval. "Here? Its so open." 


"Tinted windows," Fran explained, allowing Santeri to caress his cheek. "Someone would have to press their face 


against the glass to see us clearly." 


"Nice," Santeri commented, and he watched as Fran kissed and nipped at the sensitive skin on his wrist. Then he 
looked at Santeri again, with those electric eyes, before leaning in to kiss him. The Finnish man warmed further, 
his cock begging for freedom from his jeans. Fran was kind enough to give him some relief, placing a hand on 


the tenting fabric and giving it a generous squeeze. 

"Is this okay?" he asked, barely audible, against Santeri's lips. 

"fuck yes," Santeri groaned, pressing up into the touch, "please..." 

"Please?" Fran repeated, and chuckled softly. "Manners are a turn-on 

"Whatever you want," Santeri told him. "I'll say anything You can do what you want with me." 

‘| like that." Fran nipped Santeri's lower lip before deepening the kiss ardently. Santeri became putty in the 
smaller man's hands. Fran managed to get the zipper of his jeans undone and wasted no time pulling out his 


prize. 


"Oh," Santeri sighed, his cock jumping in Fran's fingers. It felt so good to be touched. He hadn't been, not since 
Bastian... 


His heart ached unexpectedly. He focused on Fran. The younger man looked very focused as he began to stroke 
Santeri's cock. He swiped the pad of his thumb over the head of it every other stroke, spreading precum all 
over. Santeri felt a bit self-conscious again, knowing he hadn't had a proper shower in three days. He hoped 
he'd cleaned himself thoroughly enough back in the venue. 


He must've, because Fran leaned down, testing the waters with a few cat-like licks. He seemed to like it, to 
grow more confident, and he glanced up, turning Santeri on further with that eye contact. Then, he sucked in 


the tip of the Finn's cock between his soft lips. 


Santeri couldn't help the noise he emitted, something like a surprised choking sound, and Fran laughed through 


his nose, amused at his reaction. 


"Shit," Santeri gasped, placing his hand in Fran's silky hair. "Oh my..." The Italian lowered his head, taking more 
into his mouth. "Dear God Im not going to last long...” 


Fran seemed to get the hang of sucking dick pretty quickly - that or he was very in tune with Santeri's body. 
The Finn sat there, wracked with pleasure and amazement. He moaned continuous approval at his new lover, 
making sure he knew just how good he was doing. 

"Gonna cum," Santeri warned, and suddenly that beautiful, hot, wet mouth was off of his cock, instead dotting 
kisses along his neck and jaw. The hands that replaced it guided him expertly over the edge. Santeri clutched 


Fran's hair and crashed like ocean waves over rocks. Relentless. 


He grabbed Fran's hand to stop him as he became overly sensitive. He heaved for air, and Fran backed away, 


looking proud. 
"Good?" he asked, chuckling lightly. 
"G-good..2" Santeri panted, brushing stray hairs from his sweaty face. "Great!" 


Fran found some tissues from the inner console and used those to clean himself and Santeri. This gave the Finn 


time to fully recover. He watched Fran in total disbelief the whole time, unsure what to say now. 


| think," Fran said, "| thought it was going to be way worse - doing that. | thought maybe it would smell or 
taste bad or something, but you just taste like skin. And you smell fine. A little sweaty.’ 


"Oh," Santeri said, "sorry." 

"No, no, it wasn't bad. A little sweaty is nice." Fran smiled. "I thought maybe my jaw would hurt, and it wasn't 
necessarily comfortable, but it really wasn't bad at all. Yeah, | think | could maybe do that again. | think | 
enjoyed it a lot, actually." 


"Great!" Santeri said, as Fran came to this conclusion. "Well, any time you want it, go for it. | certainly won't 


mind." 

The younger man smirked at the joke. 

"l'm just glad | could return the favor, finally," he said. 

"Well, it feels like now | owe you" Santeri told him. "Because holy shif, that was amazing." 

"Sande," Fran said, his expression growing serious when it seemed Santeri was right-minded again, "| do really 
like you. And | know we don't know each other that well yet, but, if you're willing to be patient with me, | think 
| could.. I'd really like to see where things could go for us." 

That was a head rush Santeri wasn't prepared for. Immediately, Bastian came to mind, though, giving him an 


aching pause. He was so in love with the Dane, would run to be with him this very second if he only asked. 


Could he go down this route with Fran when his heart was already trapped in the very tight grasp of the 


Soilwork drummer? Would that be fair to him? To Fran? To Bastian, when the kid finally seemed to be coming 


around to his feelings? 

There was still no guarantee Bastian would ever leave Sylvain. And Fran certainly didn't deserve to forever 
remain runner-up, while Santeri secretly hoped for Bastian to become single again. The Italian's heart was 
worth so much more than that. 

| know it'll be hard, with our bands' schedules and the long distance," Fran went on. "And maybe I've thought 
too much about it, because the whole idea scares me a bit. But | really think we could make it work, if we 
both really end up wanting it" 

Internally, Santeri winced, still stuck on Bastian. Fran sounded like he wanted an answer, and Santeri wasn't sure 
what to tell him. He supposed he could simply agree to the idea, give Fran the positive affirmation he probably 
needed right in that moment, after being so vulnerable tonight. 

But Fran took his lack of an immediate answer as a no. 

‘Or if it's a stupid idea, you can just tell me," the younger one said, a bit begrudgingly, "instead of trying to 
figure out a way to let me down easy. It was probably stupid of me to even come out to the show tonight. 


You probably forgot all about me until now." 


"Fran, please," Santeri said, surprised at such an assumption. "| never could forget you. You're incredible. I've 


had dreams of you ever since Helsinki." 
"But..2" 
Santeri blinked at him. "But?" 


"But what? Clearly, there is a hangup. | prepared myself for rejection, but you still haven't told me one way or 
another. So what's holding you back from just telling me whether you want to see me again?" 


"There's sort of someone else," Santeri admitted, avoiding eye contact. He couldn't lie about this, not when he 


had such strong, consuming feelings for Bastian 

"Oh Someone else. Right. Okay. Of course there is." 

Santeri was startled at Fran suddenly cutting the car's engine. He let himself out of the car, so Santeri did the 
same. He shut the door and turned to look at Fran across the top of the vehicle. Fran didn't look at him, 
instead finding their surroundings much more interesting. 


"Why did | not think that there might be someone else?" he asked, though seemingly it was more to himself. 


"Well, it's complicated,” Santeri tried. 


"Oh, even better!" Fran exclaimed, throwing up his decorated arms. "This just keeps getting more embarrassing 
for me, honestly, so if we could just.. um." Now he had both hands in his hair, pushing it back into a ponytail. 
He glanced briefly at Santeri, then away, then nodded to himself. "I'm just going to head home now, | think. 
Feeling tired. It was nice catching up with you, though, Sande." 


"Wait," Santeri said, unable to keep up with what was happening. But Fran got back in his car, gunned it back to 
life, and drove out of the alley, leaving the Finn standing there with his fly still undone. "What the fuck just 
happened?" 


Fourteen 
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Santeri had been home from tour for about a week. Fran sent him a block of text apologizing for LA a few 
days after the fact. He admitted to feeling like a hurt animal, needing to lick his wounds. After all, he'd spent 
weeks working himself up to see Santeri again, spent weeks trying to come to terms with wanting a man, He 


hadn't been expecting rejection 
Santeri had tried to explain his side of things, but never got a response: 
l really lke you, but it just wouldnt be right fo be with you when | am dealing with feelings for someone else. 


He thought about right and wrong for a moment. Since when had he ever cared about that? When it came to 
relationships, Santeri often only followed his heart, rather than his brain. His heart had led him to Esa's bed 
hundreds of times. His heart had led him to Bastian's apartment that night in Copenhagen, despite knowing he 
was in a relationship with Sylvain Hell, his heart had even led him to making out with Niklas, a married straight 


man, in that parking lot back in Denver. 


Was it selfish? Was he so desperate to be loved that he didn't care who he hurt or who he allowed himself to 
be hurt by along the way? 


All he knew was that Fran deserved better. He deserved commitment, especially since he was navigating a new 
part of his sexuality. Santeri couldn't offer him the true support he needed, not with Fran's back-and-forth, 
and not while he was also dealing with Bastian's back-and-forth. It was probably better for the both of them 
to let go of whatever was between them before it developed into more, and Santeri inevitably ended up ruining 


things like he always did. 


So he left it at that, despite the back of his mind telling him he was making a mistake. 


Now that the guys had had enough time to recover from tour and jet lag, Esa Holopainen shadowed his 
doorstep. Really, Santeri shouldn't have been surprised that it was to hook up. But he was. 


Esa came in, a six pack of beer under his arm and a big grin on his face. That was already a sign of his 


intentions. He was so predictable. 


"Hey, kulta," he greeted easily, the word dripping off his tongue like honey. 


"Hey," Santeri replied, a bit startled at the term of endearment, and he followed Esa to where they both sat 
back comfortably on the couch. Taimi stretched out on the floor beneath their feet. Santeri had been watching 
a new horror series on the television, so his band mate joined in, with occasional light conversation. They 
cracked open a beer each, and Santeri side-eyed Esa as the man tipped his back. He studied his jugular as it 
flexed with each swallow. After a few swigs, Esa set the beer down with a glass clink on the coffee table, and 


Santeri averted his gaze back to the movie. 


A warm hand found its way onto his thigh, and Santeri immediately lost focus on anything else. Esa began to 
rub little circles into his skin, and the keyboardist held back from sighing. Here we go again.. 


"Heard you went off with a groupie in LA," Santeri said suddenly, just as Esa was moving in to kiss his neck. 


"Mm, | did," Esa replied, pausing only a second before placing his lips on Santeri's sensitive skin. "What's it to 


you?" 


"Nothing really," Santeri lied. "I just thought you were done with your old lifestyle. But | see thats not the 


case.” 


"Can't teach an old dog new tricks," Esa purred, totally unbothered, nibbling his way up to Santeri's angular 


Jaw. 


Santeri had been tense, annoyed with his friend, but then the older man's hand slid between his thighs, and the 
keyboardist lit up like a match. He spread his legs wider automatically. His head lulled back, and he allowed his 
eyes to shut, inviting Esa to have his way. He might as well have himself a good fuck. It's not like he was 
holding his breath for Bastian at the moment. The kid had been sending him messages here and there since the 
awkward photo exchange, but it was mostly just memes or the usual friendly banter. He was still with Sylvain, 


unfortunately, but Santeri hoped that would be not for much longer. 


While he was frustrated that Esa had given up so easily on his goal of a faithful marriage (again), Santeri 
truthfully didn't mind reaping the benefits. It was hypocritical of him, sure, but he'd been recognizing a lot of 
his own moral shortcomings lately. Perhaps Esa should seek counseling for his obvious sex addiction, but 
Santeri wasn't going to be the one to suggest that. 


At least he didn't have to worry about hurting anyone's feelings when it came to Esa. He was fairly certain 
Kaarina only stayed with him to keep up appearances at this point, and that she couldn't care less about his 
slutty tendencies. And he didn't care much about Esa's emotions when it came to their relationship. The 
guitarist had proved time and again that none of this really, truly meant anything to him. Santeri knew better 
back in Lapland when Esa spilled all those words for him, and he knew better now. Hell, he knew better every 


single time he ever got with Esa. 


While he knew deep down that a real relationship with Esa, honest and committed, would be ideal because they 
fit so well together, he'd given up on the idea long ago. Esa and monogamy simply didn't mix. It took Santeri a 
while to come to terms with that. 


He stood, nearly tripping over a disgruntled Taimi, and took Esa to bed with him. 


Strewn out naked on the bed quilt, the younger one moaned as Esa's head bobbed up and down in his lap. He 
held his silky hair loosely, guiding his speed. He closed his eyes, thinking back to LA, to that delicious blowjob 


he'd received from a certain Italian. 


It brought him close to the edge, but he didn't want to cum yet. It was so always much better to cum when 


Esa was inside of him. 
"Fuck me," he groaned, rubbing his hands over Esa's broad shoulders. 
"Mmm," Esa said, a wet popping noise sounding as he dropped Santeri's cock from his mouth. "As you wish." 


Esa made quick work with the lube and was inside of his best friend in no time. They moved together rapidly, 
desperate for the friction The taller one nuzzled his neck, keeping his face there while he fucked him, listening 
for his shallow breathing and speeding pulse. Santeri murmured positive affirmations the whole while, clutching 
the man to him ardently. Eventually, Esa pinned him down, and Santeri's cock rubbed against his stomach with 
each thrust. He was close again, could already feel his balls tightening. 


"Yes," he gasped, feeling that carnal heat rising. "Yes, yes, yes, don't stop!" 


He came, soaking their stomachs, and Esa didn't give him a break, continuing to nail his prostate repeatedly. The 
older man slipped a hand between them, and, using his cum as lube, jerked Santeri's overly sensitive cock in 
time with his thrusts, keeping it hard. He muttered dirty things in his lover's ear, his voice eventually giving 
out as his own orgasm hit him. Santeri felt several jets of cum shoot into him, felt Esa's cock throb several 


times. 
There was nothing quite like that feeling. 


Santeri heated up again, grinding his ass into Esa, and batting Esa's hand away from his cock He took control, 
spilling his seed a second time, and then the two finally relaxed into a heaving pile of sighs. 


"You're so good, kulfa" Santeri remembered Esa saying as he pulled out and wrapped him up in his tattooed 
arms. Satisfied beyond exhaustion, he easily fell asleep. 


The sun was low in the sky when Santeri awoke, but it had been setting earlier as autumn got closer to winter. 
He stirred when Esa got out of the bed to go to the bathroom. He sat up, running a hand through his messy 
blonde hair, and checked his phone for the time. A text from Fran was waiting for him, so he opened it, filled 
with curiosity. But as he read the words he'd been sent, he began to feel sick 


Fran: | really hate to be sending a text like this, but you need to know that | got tested after our time 
together, and | found out that | have chlamydia. | suggest you get treated as soon as you can. 


Impersonal and succinct. No, no, no, this couldn't be happening... 
As his mind was reeling, Esa padded barefoot back into the room, clothed in his boxer briefs. 


"Was a nice nap," he commented, climbing back into bed and snuggling up to Santeri, who remained stiff and 


unresponsive as he stared at his phone. "You okay? You look kind of upset" 


"Esa," Santeri said, voice shaky as his stomach turned. How long had he had this infection? How many people 


had he given it to? "You need to get tested" 

"Tested?" Esa raised his eyebrows at him. "For..?" 

Santeri looked back down at the text. As he did, an image popped up to accompany it: Fran's test results, 
proving what he said wasn't a lie. Santeri would have believed him, anyway. There was no reason for the 
younger man to be deceitful about something like this. 


"Chlamydia," Santeri said. "l think you gave it to me." 


"Gave it to you? The hell are you talking about?" Esa looked at Santeri's phone, then snatched it quickly from 
his hand before the keyboardist had a moment to react. "Who are you texting about this?" 


"Esa, give my fucking phone back," Santeri told him, exasperated, as Esa studied the messages. 


"l'Il give it back when you tell me who this Frances - Francesco Artusato is!" he said, jabbing his finger at the 


name on the screen 

"He's a friend," Santeri told him matter-of-factly, taking his phone back into his possession 
"Why is he telling you he tested positive for chlamydia when he's simply a friend?" 

"None of your business” 


"Well, you've just made it my business by telling me that | might have chlamydia. Kaarina is going to fucking kill 


me. She'll know | came over here to - to fuck you. And she'll divorce me for sure." 


"You made your bed," Santeri shrugged. 


‘Of course you wouldn't have any remorse," Esa said. "You've hated her since the day | introduced you two, 


over Twenty years ago." 

| have always been cordial," Santeri said, stiffening, "as has she. | could've broken apart your marriage years 
ago if I'd chosen to do so." But then you would've hated me, he failed to add. "Besides, | didn't even know you 
two still slept together." 

"She's my wife," Esa said, "of course we sleep together!" 

Santeri couldn't hide the incredulous look on his face. Maybe he was wrong about Kaarina just keeping up 
appearances by sticking around. Perhaps she was under the same spell as Santeri - the spell of Esa's incredble 
cock. 

"This Francesco guy," Esa went on, clearly upset, "you had sex with him? Recently?" 

"Well - oral, yes." 


"Good. You can't transmit chlamydia through ---" 


"Yes, Esa, you can! Santeri said in disbelief. "That's why we're in this predicament. If you'd wrap it up once in a 


while - 


"You're blaming this on me?" Esa cut in. "What about that Bastian kid? He could've given it to you. He's been 
with that French whore this whole time. You fucked him right before the tour, remember?" 


"Yes, | remember," Santeri muttered, sitting back and combing his fingers through his hair. Figuring out how to 
breach this with Bastian later on would be challenging. He looked up at the ceiling. "Although | don't remember 
telling you that" 

"| inferred when you ran off with him in Copenhagen" 

‘Obviously. You and | both need to get tested. Immediately.” 


"Jesus. What do | tell Kaarina?" 


"| don't know. Whatever you've always told her, whenever you're lying. | imagine you should have a sufficient 
pile of stock text messages for that by now." 


Esa winced, but Santeri didn't care that he was being mean. Esa was in no place to criticize him. 


"Well, if she kicks me out again, it's back to your place | come." 


"It always is," Santeri said. 


"And how do you know this Francesco guy didn't have chlamydia" he looked disgusted as he said the word, 


"before you had sex with him?" 


"Because he was recently divorced. And he told me once that he hasn't been with anyone else since his 


marriage." 
Esa stood, putting his hands on his hips and beginning to pace, his nervous energy clinging onto his best friend. 
If | have it, she's going to freak out" 


"Yeah." Santeri stared at the text message, wondering how to respond. Did he apologize? Surely it was his fault 
that Fran had contracted an STD. But the younger man didn't seem mad in his messages; he just appeared 
concerned about their health. So what was he supposed to say now? Uopsie! At least its not AIDS? Not really 
the best way to respond given the way everything had gone down between them. 


"| don't know what to do!" Esa continued. 


"Let's just see our doctors first," Santeri suggested, waving his hand dismissively, "get treated for it, and go 


from there. Maybe buy you a box of condoms." 
"Oh shut up," Esa told him. "We could do the same for you. When's the last time you used a fucking condom?" 


Santeri deflected, because Esa was right: "At least | don't have a new partner every fucking week! Besides, who 


uses a condom for oral?" 
"Did you use a condom with Bastian?" Esa pressed. Before Santeri could answer, he added, “Bet you didn't." 


"Fuck off," Santeri told him, because that really was all he could say. Fuck, fuck, fuck.. He needed to tell Bastian 
to get tested. Soon. He was not looking forward to that. And then Bastian would know that Santeri was sleeping 
around, despite claiming to be in love with him. That wasn't going to help his chances with, well, stealing the kid 
from Frenchie - assuming that was still what he wanted, anyway. He continued to think a lot about Fran, more 
than he wanted to admit. But that would never work out. Especially not now, after he'd given the man fucking 

chlamydia 


He knew that Esa had to be the cause of this potential little outbreak - who knew how long ago he got 
infected? - but blaming him wasn't going to change the situation He was just as much responsible as Esa, at 


this point. 


He was going to have to do some damage control with Bastian - and probably Fran as well. Surely the Italian 
wasn't unbothered by this whole situation. He wasn't looking forward to those conversations. But at least he 


only had two partners to talk to. Bastian would have to break the news to his boyfriend, and Esa would have to 


talk to.. God, who knew how many partners Esa would have to talk to? 


Later, after Esa had gone home, Santeri scheduled a consultation at a nearby clinic for the next afternoon. He 
only realized he'd never replied to Fran when his phone rang, the Italian's name appearing on the screen, while 
he was sitting on the couch with his laptop. 

Shit 


"Heeeeyyy,” Santeri answered, unintentionally sounding about as uncomfortable as he possibly could. 


"Hi," came the gentle voice at the other end. Santeri squeezed his eyes shut, feeling his heart swell at the 
sound. "Did you, um... Did you get my text earlier?" 


"Uh, yeah, | did" He cleared his throat 

"Okay, good. | thought maybe you might've blocked me or something" 

"| have no reason to block you," Santeri replied, surprised the younger man would even think that 

"Oh... Well, anyway, | just wanted to make sure you knew, and that you'll go get treated for it. And you can tell 
the, um, that guy you're with to get treated as well, or whatever" Fran was trying his best come across as 


nonchalant. Santeri could tell from his voice alone. 


"I'm not exactly with anyone," Santeri corrected. "It's just this guy | have feelings for. Things are, um, as | said, 


a bit complicated But yeah, Hl. MI tell him after | get my results" 

"Good" 

God, ths was so awkward it was almost painful 

"Um, so, have you been doing okay? Since we last talked?" 

"Yeah," Fran replied. "Hey, listen, lm getting another call. But just, um, take care of yourself, okay?" 
"Okay. Fran, real quick --" Santeri said, "I'm sorry” 

"Hts okay. Shit happens," was his response. "Bye, Sande" 


"Bye, Fran" 


